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To  the  Right  Noble,  Ingenious,  and 

Judicious  Gentleman, 

Thomas  Stanley, E% 
sir, 

IBave,long(lnce0fiudiedin  thcfe  anti-ingenious  Times, 
to  finde  out  a  Man ,  that  might ,at  once, be  both  a  Judge 
and  Patron  to  this  Ijjue  of  my  Old  age,  which  needs 
both.  And  my  blejfed  Stars  have  flung  me  upon  You  ;  In 
whom  both  thofe  Attributes  concentre  and  flourifh :  Nor 
can  I  yet  finde  a  reafon,  why  I  floould  prefent  it  to  You  (  it 
being  below  your  Acceptance  orCenfure )  but  onely  my  own 
Confidence  $  which  had  not  grown  to  this  forwardneffe., 
had  it  not  been  incour aged  by  your  GoodnefTe.  let  we  all 
know ,  Beggars  ufe  to  flock^to  great  mens  Gates.  Andy  hough 
my  Fortune  has  caft  me  in  that  Mold ,  I  am  poor  and  proud  3 
and 'preferve  the  humour  of  him ,  who  could  not  beg  for  any 
thing ,  but  great  Boons  ,fuch,as  are  your  kinde  Acceptance 
and  ProteQion.  I  dare  not  fay  (as  my  ’Brethren  ufe*)  that  I 
jpre/e^/^^aTeftimoniallof  my  Gratitude  or  Re- 
compence  for  your  Favours :  For  (/ protejl )  I  conceive  it 
fo  far  from  quitting  old  Engagements,  that  it  creates  new. 

$0  that  ,  all ,  that  this  Play  can  do  ,  is  but  to  make  more 
Work  5  and  involves  me  in  Debts,  beyond  a  pojfibility  of 
Satisfaction.  Sir ,  it  were  a  folly  in  me ,  to  tell  yon  of  your 
Worthy  the  World  knows  it  enough 5  and  are  bold  to  fay ,  - 
Fortune  and  Nature  fcarce  ever  club’d  fo  well.  Ton  know , 
Sir,  I  am  old,  and  cannot  cringe,  nor  Court,  with  thepow - 
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The  Epiffle  Dedicatory. 

derd  andribbanded  Wits  of  our  dales  :  Fut^  though  I  can¬ 
not  fpeak  fo  much,  I  can  think  as  well,  and  as  honoura¬ 
bly  as  the  beji.  All  th&  Arguments  I  can  ufe  to  induce  you  to 
take  notice  of  this  thing  of  nothing,^,  that  it  had  the  lucJ^ 
to  tumble  lafi  of  aU in  the  Epidemicall  mine  of  the  Scene  5 
and  now  limps  hither  with  a  wooden  Leg,  to  beg  an  Alms 
at  your  hands .  I  will  winde  up  aU ,  with  a  Ufe  of  Exhorta¬ 
tion  ,  That  fince  the  Times  confpire  to  make  us  all 
Beggars,  let  us  make  our  felves  merry  3  which  (if  1  am 
not  mijlaken )  this  drives  at.  Be  pleafed  therefore ,  Sir0  to 
lodge  thefe  harmleffe  Beggars  in  the  Out-houfes  of  your 
thoughts  3  and ,  among  the  reji0  Him ,  that  in  this  Cuckoe 
timeyputs  in  for  a  Memberjhip ,  and  will  fill  the  Choyre  of 

thofe ,  that  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you  ,  and  is , 

;  *  ■  ■  -  ' '  •  •  -  % 


SIR, 


Tour  humble  Servant 


RIC:  BROME. 


To  Matter  Richard  B  r  o  m  e,  on 

his  Vlay^  called,  A  Joviall  Crew  :  or^lhz  merry 
'  BEGGARS . 

PL  ayes  are  inftmetive  Recreations : 

Which,  who  would  write,  may  not  expeft,at  once. 
No,  nor  with  every  breeding^  to  write  well. 

And,  though  fome  itching  Academicks  fell 
Lately  upon  this  Talk,  their  Produ&s  were 
Lame  and  imperfed:  5  and  did  grate  the  eare  5 
So,  that  they  mock'd  the  ftupid  Stationers  care. 

That  both  with  Guelt  and  Cringes  did  prepare 
Fine  Copper-Cuts  5  and  gather'd  Verles  too. 

To  make  a  Shout  before  the  idle  Show. 

Your  Fate  is  other :  You  do  not  invade  $ 

But  by  great  jf ohnfon  were  made  free  o’th’  'trade. 

3o,  that  we  muft  in  this  yoiu  Labour  finde 
Some  Image  and  fair  Relique  of  his  Minde. 


John  hall 


To  Mafter  R  i  <$H  ard  Brome,  on  his  Comedie 
of  A  Jovial  Crew:  orD  The  merry  Beggars. 

NOt  to  Commend,  or  Cenfure  thee0  or  thine  3 
Nor  like  a  Bufh,  to  fignifie  good  Wine  3 
Nor  yet  to  publifh  to  the  World,  or  Thee , 

Thou  merit'd:  Bayes  by  Wit  and  Poetry , 

Do  I  ftand  here.  Though  I  do  know,  there  comes 
A  Shole,  with  Regiments  of  Encomiums , 

On  all  occafions,  whofe  Aflronomie 
Can  calculate  a  Praife  to  Fifty  three , 

And  write  blank  Copies,  fuch,  as  being  view'd. 

May  ferve  indifferently  each  Altitude  3 

And  make  Books,  like  Petitions,  whofe  Commands 

Are  not  froin  Worth,  but  multitude  of  Hands  : 

Thofe  will  prove  Wit  by  Power,  and  make  a  Trade, 
To  force  by  number  when  they  can't  perfwade. 
Here's  no  luchneed :  For  Books d  like  Children,  be 
Well  Chrift’ned,  when  their  Sureties  are  but  three. 
And  thofe,  which  to  twelve  Godfathers  do  come, 
Signifie  former  Guilt,  or  fpeedy  Doom. 

Nor  need  the  Stationer^  when  all  tKWitsare  paft, 
Bring  his  own  Periwig  Poetry  at  la  ft* 

All  this  won’t  do  :  For,  when  their  Labour's  done. 
The  Reader's  rul’d,  not  by  their  tafts,  but's  own. 

:  And  he,  that  for  Enromiajlitky  looks, 

May  finde  the  bigger,  not  the  better  Books . 

;  So,  that  the  moft  our  Leavers  ferve  for,  fhews 
Onely  that  we're  his  Friends,  and  do  fuppofe 
5Tis  good  :  And  that  is  all,  that  I  fhall  fay. 

In  truth  I  love  him  welt ,  and  like  his  Play . 

And  if  there's  any,  that  don't  think  fo  too : 

Let  them  let  it  alone  for  them,  that  do.  J.  B+ 


— 


To  his  worthy  Friend  Matter  R  ichard 

Bko  m  e,  upon  his  Coined  ie,  called,  A  loviall 
Crew :  or , 1  he  merry  Beggars. 

THis  Co  me  die  (ingenious  FriendJ)  will  raife 
It  felf  a  Monument,  without  a  Praife 
Beg  cl  by  the  Stationery  who,  with  ftrength  of  Purfe 
And  Pens,  takes  care,  to  make  his  Bookje  11  worfe.  ' 
And  I  dare  calculate  thy  Play0  although 
Not  elevated  unto  Fifty  two. 

It  may  grow  old  as  Time^  or  Wit 3  and  he. 

That  dares  defpife,may  after  envie  thee. 

Learning ,  the  File  of  Foefte  maybe 
Fetch’d  from  the  Arts  and  Vniverfitie  : 

But  he  that  writes  a  Flay ,  and  good,  muft  know. 
Beyond  his  Books,  Men,  and  their  A&ions  too. 

Copies  of  Verfe,  that  make  the  New  Men  fweat. 

Breach  not  a  Foem^  nor  the  Mufes  heat  5 

Small  Bavine-Wits,  and  Wood,  may  burn  2  while, 

And  make  more  noife,  then  Forrefts  on  a  Pile, 

Whofe  Fivers  fhrunk,  ma5  invite  a  piteous  ftreatn. 

Not  to  lament,  but  to  extinguifh  them. 

Thy  Fancie’s  Mettall  3  and  thy  drain’s  much  higher 
Proof  gainft  their  Wit9  and  what  that  dreads,  the  Fire . 

j la:  Shirley. 
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To  my  Worthy  Friend  Mafter  Pv.  i  c  A  k  d  BpvOME3 
on  his  excellent  Play,  called,  A  Jovial!  Crew :  or0 

ihe  merry  Beggars . 

THere  is  a  Faftion  (Friend)  in  Town,  that  cries. 

Down  with  the Dagun-Toet:  Johnfin  dies. 

His  Works  were  too  elaborate,  not  fit 
To  come  within  the  Verge,  or  face  of  Wit . 

Beaumont  and  Fletcher  (they  fay)  perhaps,  might 
Pafife  (well)  for  currant  Coin,  in  a  dark  night : 

Bu tshakefpeare  the  Vlebean  Driller,  was 
Founder’d  in's  Pericles^  and  mu  ft  not  pafs. 

And  fo,  at  all  men  flie,  that  have  but  been 
Thought  worthy  of  Applaufe  5  therefore,  their  fpleen, 
Ingratefull  Negro-^inde ,  dart  you  your  Rage 
Againft  the  Beams  that  warm'd  you,  and  the  Stage ! 
This  malice,  fhews  it  is  unhallowed  heat. 

That  boyles  your  Raw-brains, and  your  Temples  beat* 
Adulterate  Pieces  may  retain  the  Mold, 

Or  Stamp,  but  want  the  purenefle  of  the  Gold. 

But  the  World's  mad,  thofe  Jewels  that  were  worn 
In  high  efteem,  by  fotne,  laid  by  in  fcorn  5 
Like  Indians ,  who  their  Native  W ealth  defpife. 

And  doat  on  Stranger's  Trafh,  and  Trumperies. 

Yet,  if  it  be  not  too  far  fpcnt,  there  is 

Some  hopes  left  us,  that  this, thy  well  wrought  Piece, 

May  bring  it  Cure,  reduce  it  to  its  fight, 

To  judge  th'  difference  'twixt  the  Day,  and  Night  5 
Draw  th'  Curtain  of  their  Errours :  that  their  fenfe 
May  be  conformable  to  Bens  Influence  5 
And  finding  here,  Nature  and  Art  agree. 

May  fwear,  thou  liv’ft  in  Him,  and  he  in  Thee. 

Jo:  Tatham. 
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To  Matter  R  ichard  Brome,  upon 

his  Comedie,  called,  Afoviall  Crew:  or 5 
'  '  ihe  merry  Beggars, 

SOmthing  I’d  fay,  but  not  to paife  thee  (“FriendJ 
For  thou  thy  felf,  doft  beft  thy  felf  commend. 

And  he  that  with  an  Alogie  doth  come^  ; 

May  to’s  own  JF»raifean  Encomium,// 

But  not  to  thine*  Yet  IfIl  before  thee  go. 

Though  Whiffler-\ ike  to  uftier  in  the  Shew, 

And  like  a  quarter  Clocks,  foretell  the  time 
Is  come  about  for  greater  Bells  to  chime. 

I  muft  not  praife  thy  Poetry,  nor  Wif ; '  f . 

Though  both  are  very  goody  yet that's  not  it. 

T he  Reader  in  his  progreffe  ^vill  finde  more 
Wit  in  a  line ,  than  I  praife  in  a  [core. 

I  fliall  be  read  with  prejudice,  for  each  line 
I  write  of  thee,  or  any  thing  that’s  thine* 

Bet  Name,  or  Mufe,  wilhalLbe  read  of  me. 

As  if  I  claw’d  my  felf,  by  praifing  thee. 

But  though  I*  may  not  praife  $  I  hope,  I  may 
Be  bold  to  love  thee.  And  the  World  fliall  fay 
I’ve  reafon  for ’t.  I  love  thee  for  thy  Name  ? 

I  love  thee  for  thy  Merit ,  and  thy  Fame  : 

1  love  thee  for  thy  neat  and  harmlejfe  wit , 

Thjy  Atfirfy  jthat  does  fo  cleane  and  clofely  hit. 

Thy  to  pleafe  fo  well :  who  could  go  fafter  ? 

At  firfi:  to  be  the  Envy  of  thy  Majler. 

I  love  thee  for  thy  felf  5  for  who  can  choofe 
But  like  the  Fountain  of  fo  brilk  a  Mnfe  ? 

\  a  I  love 


I  love  this  Comedie ,  and  every  /z//e, 

Becaufe  *tis good,  as  well’s  becaufe  *tis  thine. 

Thou  tell’ft  the  Worlds  the  life  that  Beggars  lead  , 

3T is  feafonable ,  ’twill  become  our  trade . 

*T  muft  be  our  fiudy  too }  for  in  this  time 
Who’ll  not  be  innocent,  fince  Wealth's  a  Crime  ? 
Thourt  th*  Ages  Doftor  now  5  for  fince  all  go 
To  make  us  poor,  thou  mak’ft  us  merry too. 

Go  on,  and  thrive  5  may  all  thfyfportings  be 
Delightfull  unto  all,  as  th*  are  to  me. 

May  this  fo pleafe,  t*  encourage  thee  5  that  more 
May  be  madep#Wz>4_,  which  thou  keep’ft  in ftore* 
That  though  we’ve  loft  their  Drefle^  we  may  be  glad 
To  fee  and  think  on  th*  happineffe  we  had. 

And  thou  thereby  may’ft  make  our  Wame  to  fhine  > 
TwasR oyall  once  5  but  now  ’twill  be  Divine. 

Alex.  Brome. 


Prologue. 
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Prologue. 
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sHe  Title  of  our  Play5  A  Jovial/ Crew  y 
{  jl  May  feem  topromife  Mirth  :  Which  were  a  new y 
And  fore  d  things  in  thefe  fad  and  tragick^daiesy 
For  you  to  findey  or  we  exprefein  Playes, 

We  wijhycu 5  theny  would  change  that  expeCt  ation3 
Since  Jovial/  Mirth  is  now  grown  out  of  fajhion. 

Or  much  not  to  expeCt  :  For3  now  it  chances 0 
(Our  ComickjVriter  finding  that  Romances 
Of  Lovers y  through  much  travel l  and  diftrejfe2 
Ull  it  he  thought 0  no  Tower  can  redrejje 
Tti  affiCted  Wanderers 3  though  font  Chevalry 
Lena  all  his  aid  for  their  delivery  y 
Hilly  laJily3fome  impojjibility 
Concludes  all  firifey  and  makes  a  Comedie ) 

Finding  (he  Jaies)  fuch  Stories  hear  the  fway9 
Near  as  he  couldy  he  has  compos'd  a  Play5 
Of  Fortune-tellers^  Damfels^  and  their  Squires* 
Expos'd  to  Jirange  Adventures 5  through  the  Briers 
Of  Love  and  Fate.  But  why  need  I  for ejiall 
What  Jhall  fo  foon  be  obvious  to  you  all: 

But  wifh  the  dulnejfe  may  make  no  Man  fieep9 
Nor  fadnejfe  of  it  any  Woman  weep. 


The 


a 


The  Perfbns  of  the  Play. 


O Old-rents,  an  ancient  Efquire. 

Hearty,  his  Friend,  and  merry  Companion,  but 
a  decay  ’d  Gentleman, 

Springlove ,  Steward  to  Mafter  Oldrents. 

Vincent 

Hilliard,)'™0  y°un§  Gentlemen. 

Randall a  Groom,  Servant  to  Oldrents. 

Mafter  Sentwell,')  . 

and  two  other  ^-Friends  to  Juft  ice  Clack,. 

Gentlemen,  J 

Oliver ,  the  JufticesSon.  . 

Mafter  Clack.,  the  Juftice  himfelf. 

Mafter  Lalboy,  Lover  to  the  Juftices  Neece. 

Martin ,  the  Juftices  Cleark. 

Chaplain 5) 

Sutler,  Ko  Oldrents.  .  .. 

Cook  J 
Rachel ^ 

^Oldrenf's  Daughters, 

Mericl,) 

Amie,  Juftice  Clack^s  Neece.  :  J 
Autum-Mort,  an  old  'Beggar-woman. 

Vatrico,  1  p  x-  *'  ^  v ; 

Sonldier,  l  _  .  ■ 

Lawyer,  (Four efpeciall Beggars. 

Courtier,  J 
Scribble,  their  Poet. 

Divers  other  Beggars,  F idlers,  and  Mutes. 

A 


Vrimus. 
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■.  .  i  .  t  -  ...  - 

J  Oldrents.  Hearty. 

Old .  TT  has  indeed,  Friend,  much  afEi&ed  me. 

Hf*.  And  very  juftly,  let  me  tell  you.  Sir, 
That  could  fo  impioufiy  be  curious 
Yo  tempt  a  judgement  on  you  ;  to  give  ear. 

And  Faith  too  (by  your  leave)  to  Fortune-tellers > 
Wizards  and  Cipjies  ! 

Old.  I  have  fince  been  frighted 
With’t  in  a  thoufand  dreams. 

t  ea.  I  would  be  drunk  * 

A  thoufand  times  to  bed,  rather  then  dream 
Of  any  of  their  Riddlemy  J&ddfemies. 

If  they  prove  happy  fo  :  If  not,  let ’t  go; 

Youl  never  firide  thtib  meaning  till  the  event* 

If  you  fuppofe>there  was,  at  all,  a  meaning. 

As  the  equivocating  -Devil  had,  when  he 
Cofend  the  Monk,  to  let  him  live  foul-free* 

r  Kn  A  “  ^  B  Till 
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,  A  Jovial  Crew :  or. 

Till  he  Ihould  finde  him  fleeping  between  Iheets  : 
The  wary  Monk,  abjuring  all  luch  lodging. 

At  laft,  by  over-watching  in  his  ftudy. 

The  foul  Fiend  took  him  napping  with  his  nofe 
Betwixt  the  (heet-leaves  of  his  conjuring  Book. 
There  was  the  whim,  or  double  meaning  on’t. 

But  thefe  fond  Fortune-tellers,  that  know  nothing, 
Aim  to  be  thought  more  cunning  then  their  Matter, 
The  forefaid  Devil,  tho’  truly  not  fo  hurtful : 

Yet,  truft ’em !  hang 'em.  Wizards  t  old  blinde  Buz¬ 
zards! 

For  once  they  hit,  they  mifs  a  thoufand  times  5 
And  mod  times  give  quite  contrary,  bad  for  good. 
And  beft  for  worft.  One  told  a  Gentleman 
His  fon  Ihould  be  a  man-killer,  and  hang’d  for’t  5  — 
Who,  after  prov’d  a  great  and  rich  Phyncian, 

And  with  great  Fame  ith’  Univerfitie 
Hang’d  up  in  Pi&ure  for  a  grave  example.  « 
There  was  the  whim  of  that.  Quite  contrary  !  I 
Old.  And  that  was  happy,  would  mine  could  fo 
deceive  my  fears.  1  m  ^  :  •  r 

He  a.  They  may:  but  truft  not  to’t.  Another  Sche~ 

mijl 

Found, that  a  fquint-ey’d  boy  Ihould  prove  a  notable 
Pick-purfe,  and  afterwards  a  moft  ftrong  thief , 
When  he  grew  up  to  be  a  cunning  Lawyer^  ! 

And  at  laft  died  a  Judge.  Quite  contrary ! 

How  many  have  been  mark’d  out  by  thefe  Wizards 
For  fools,  that  after  have  been  prick’d  for  Sheriffs  > 
Was  not, a  Shepheard-boy  foretold .  tobe 
A  Drunkard,  and  to  get  his  living  from  ' 

Bawds,  Whores,  Theeves,  Quarrellors,  and  thelike? 
And  did  he  not  become  a  Suburbe  jnjlice  § 

;  ?  -  And 


Ibc  merry  Beggars. . 

And  live  in  Wine  and  Worfliip  by  the  Fees 
Rack’d  out  of  fuch  Delinquents  ?  There’s  the  whim 

Now  I  come  to  you ;  Your  Figure -flittger  finds, 

That  both  your  Daughters,  notwithftanding  all 
Your  great  Poifeflions,  which  they  are  Go-heirs  of, 
ShalLyet  be  Beggars  :  May  it  not  be  meant,  •  -■ 

(If,  as  I  faid,  there  be  a  meaning  in  it) 

They  may  pro vtCourtien,  or  great  Courtiers  wives, 
And  fo  be  Beggars  in  Law  ?  Is  not  that  ri  1  0 
the  whim  on’t  think  you?  you  Ihall  think  no  worfe 
on’t. 

Old.  Would  I  had  your  merry  heart. 

He  a.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 
old.  I  mean  the  like. 

He  a.  I  would  you  had  5  and  I 
Such  an  Eftate  as  yours.  Four  thoufand  yeaifly, 

With  fuch  a  heart  as  mine.  Would  defio  Fortune, 

And  all  her  babling  Sooth-fay ers.  I'd  as  foon 
Diftruftin  Providence,  as  lend  a  fear 
To  fuch  a  for  a  Child  of  mine. 

While  there  be  Sack  and  Songs  in  T own  or  Country. 
Think  like  a  man  of  confidence  (now  I  am  ferious) 
What  juftice  can  there  be  for  fuch  a  curie 
To  fell  upon  your  Heirs  }  Do  you  not  live 
Free,  out  of  Law,  or  grieving  any  man  ? 

Are  you  not  th’onely  rich  man  lives  un-envied  ? 

Have  you  not  all  the  prailes  of  the  Rich, 

And  prayers  of  the  Poor  ?  Did  ever  any 

Servant,  or  Hireling,  Neighbour,  Kindred  curie  you. 

Or  wilh  one  minute  Iborten’d  of  your  life  >  ; 

Have  you  one  grudging  ,T enant  ?  will  they  not  all 
Fight  for  you?  Do  they  not  teach  their  Children, 

L  B  2  And 


*  A  'jovial  Crew  :  or9 

And  make  ’em  too,  pray  for  you  morn  and  evening. 

And  in  their  Graces  too,  as  duly  as 
For  King  and  Realme  ?  The  innocent  things  would 
think 

They  ought  not  eat  eHe. 

Old .  ’Tis  their  goodnefs. 

Bea .  It  is  your  merit.  Your  great  love  and  bounty 
Procures  from  Heaven  thofe  infpirations  in  ’em. 

Whofe  Rent  did  ever  you  exaft  ?-  whofe  have 

You  not  remitted,  when  by  cafualties 

Of  fire,  of  floods,  of  common  dearth  or  ficknefs, 

Poor  men  were  brought  behind  hand?  Nay,  whofe 
lofles. 

Have  you  not  pioufly  repair’d? 

Old .  Enough. 

Hea.  What  Hariots  have  you  tane  from  forlorne 
Widows?*  ;  r  .:i- 

What  Acre  of  your  thoufands  have  you  rack’d  ? 

Old .  Good  Friend,  no  more. 

Hea.  Thefe  are  enough,  indeed. 

To  fill  your  ears  with  joyful  acclamations 
Where  ere  you -pals :  Heaven  blefs  our  Landlord 
Oldrent  5 

Our  Matter  Oldrent %  our  good  Patron  Oldrent . 

Cannot  thefe  founds  con  jure  that  evil  fpirit 
Of  fear  out  of  you,  that  your  Children  fliall 
Live  to  be  Beggars  £  Shall  Squire  Oldrent3 $  Daughters 
Weare  old  rents  in  theit  Garments  ?  ( there’s  a  whim 
too  ) 

Eecaufe ^Fortune-teller  told  you  fo?  | 

Old.  Come,  I  will  ftrive  to  think  no  more  on  Y. 

Bea.  Will  you  ride  forth  for  air  then,and  be  merry? 
Old.  Your  counfel  and  example  may  inftrud:  me. 

. r’  -  \  v  *  Bea.  - 


“  1  -  The  merry  BeggarK 

Hea.  Sack^  muft  be  had  in  fundry  places  too.  ^ 

For  Songs  I  am  provided. 

Enter  Springlove  xvith  Books'  and  Papers , 
he  layes  them  on  the  '2  able. 

Old .  Yet  here  comes  one  brings  me  a  fecond  fear, 
W ho  has  my  care  the  next  unto  my  children. 

Hea.  Your  Steward,  Sir,  it  feems  has  buhnefs  with 
you. 

I  wifti  you  would  have  none; 

Old.  rilfoondifpatchit : 

And  then  be  for  our  journey  inftantly. 

Hea .  I’ll  wait  your  coming  down,  Sir*  Exit . 

Old.  But  why,  Springlove^ 

Is  now  this  expedition  ? 

Spr.  Sir,  ’Tisduty. 

Old .  Not  common  among  Stewards,  I  confcfs,  "  .  . 
T O  urge  in  their  Accompt s  before  the  day 
Their  Lords  have  limited.  Some  that  are  grown 
To  hoary  haires  and  Knighthoods,  are  not  found 
Guilty  of  fuch  an  importunity* 

’Tis  yet  but  thirty  daies,  when  I  give  forty 
After  the  half-year  day,  our  laft. 

Could  I  fufpeft  my  Truft  were  loft  in  thee  . 

Or  doubt  thy  youth  had  not  ability  . 

T o  carry  out  the  weight  of  fuch  a  charge, 

I,  then,  fhould  call  on  thee. 

Spr.  Sir,  your  indulgence, 

I  hope,  (hall  ner  corrupt  me.  Nerthelefs, 

The  teftimony  of  a  fair  difeharge 
From  time  to  time,  will  beincouragement 

Springlove  turns  over  the  fever  al  Booksto  . 

his  Mafier . 

T o  virtue  in  me,  Y ou  may  then  be  pleas’d 

B  3  To 


^  ’joViai  cnw  :  or9 

To  take  here  a  Survey  of  all  your  Rents 
Receiv’d,  and  all  (uch  other  payments,  as! 

Came  to  my  hands  fince  my  lafc  Audit,  for 
Cattel,  Wool,  Corn,  all  Fruits  of  Husbandry. 

Then,  my  Receipts  on  Bonds,  and  fomenew  Leafes, 
W ith  fome  old  debts,  and  almoft  defperate  ones. 

As  well  from  Country  Cavaliers,  as  Courtiers. 

Then,  here  Sir,  are  my  feveralDisburfements, 

In  all  particulars  for  your  felf  and  Daughters, 

In  charge  of  Houfe-keeping,  Buildings  and  Repairs  $ 
Journeys,  Apparel,  Coaches,  Gifts,  and  all 
Expences  for  your  perfonal  neceflaries. 

Here,  Servants  wages,  Liveries,  and  Cures. 

Here  for  fupplies  of  Horfes,  Hawks  and  Hounds. 
And  laftly,  not  the  leaft  to  be  remembred, 

'  Your  large  Benevolences  to  the  Poor. 

old.  Thy  charity  there  goes  hand  in  hand  with 
mine. 

And,  Springlove ,  I  commend  it  in  thee,  that 
So  young  in  years  art  grown  fo  ripe  in  goodnefs. 
May  their  Heaven-piercing  Prayers  bring  on  thee 
Equall  rewards  with  me. 

Spr.  Now  here,  Sir,  is 

The  ballance  of  the  feveral  Accompts,  (ded 

Which  {hews  you  what  remains  in  Cafii :  which  ad- 
Unto  your  former  Banck,  makes  up  in  all— 

Old .  T  welve  thouland  and  odd  pounds. 

Spr.  Here  are  the  keys 

Of all.  The  Chefts  are  fafe  in  your  own  Clofet. 

Old.  Why  in  my  Clofet?  is  not  yours  as  fafe  ? 

'  Spr.  O,  Sir,  you  know  my  fuit. 

Old.  Your  fuit?  what  fuit? 

Spr.  Touching  the  time  of  yean 
'  •  Old. 


r  ihe  merry  Beggars* 

Old.  *Ti$  well-nigh  May.  , 

Why  what  of  that,  goocf Springlove  2  \  Nightin~ 
Spr.  O,  Sir,  you  hear  I  am  call’d*  galejings. 
Old.  Fie  Springlove ,  fie. 

I  hop’d  thou  hadft  abjur’d  that  uncough  pra&ice.  . 
Spr.  You  thought  I  had  forfaken  Nature  then. 

Old.  Is  that  dileafe  of  Nature  ftill  in  thee 
So  virulent  ?  and,  notwithftanding  all 
My  favours,  in  my  gifts,  my  cares,  andcounfels. 
Which  to  a  foul  ingrateful  might  be  boafted : 

Have  I  firft  bred  thee,  and  then  preferr’d  thee  (from 
I  will  not  fay  how  wretched  a  beginning) 

To  be  a  Matter  over  all  my  Servants  5  . 

Planted  thee  in  my  bofom  ,  and  canft  thou. 

There,  flight  me  for  the  whittling  of  a  Bird  ? 

Spr.  Your  reafbn.  Sir,  informs  you,  that’s-no  caufe.* 
But  ’tis  the  feafon  of  the  year  that  calls  me. 

What  moves  her  Noats,  provokes  my  dilpofitioa 
By  a  more  abfolute  power  of  Nature ,  then 
Philoloply  can  render  an  accompt  for. 

Old.  I  nnde  there’s  no  expelling  it  ;  but  ftilfr 
It  will  return.  I  have  try’d  all  the  means 
(As.  I  may  fafely  think)  in  humane  wifdom, 

^  And  did  (as  neer  as  reafbn  could)  afliire  me. 

That  thy  laft  years  reftraint  had  flopp’d  for  ever. 
That  running  fore  on  thee,  that  gadding  humour  : 
When,  onely  for  that  caufe,  I  laid  the  weight 
Of  mine  Eftate  in  Stewardlhip  upon  thee  5 
Which  kept  thee  in  that  year,  after  fo  many 
Sommer  vagaries  thou  hadft  made  before. 

Spr.  You  kept  a  Swallow  in  a  Cage  that  while.  5 
I  cannot.  Sir,  indure  another  Sommer 
In  that  reftraint,  with  life :  ’twas  then  my  torment, 

^  i  '  But 


A  'jovial  Crew :  cr^ 

But  now,  tny  death.  Yet,  Sir,  my  life  is  yours  r  ^ 
Who  are  my  Patron  3  freely  may  you  take  it.  ?  / 
Yet  pardon.  Sir,  my  frailty/ that  do  beg 
A  fmall  continuance  of  it  on  my  knees. 

Old.  Can  there  no  means  be  found  to  preferve  life 
In  thee,  but  wandring,  like  a  Vagabond ?  . 

Does  not  the  Sun  as  comfortably  fhine 
Upon  my  Gardens,  as  the  opener  Fields? 

Or  on  my  Fields,  as  others  far  remote  ? 

Are  not  my  Walks  and  Greens  as  deleftable 
As  the  High- ways  and  Commons  ?  Are  the  (hades 
Of  Siccamore  and  Bowers  of  Eglantine 
Lefs  pjeafing  then  of  Bramble,  or  thorne  hedges  ? 

Or  of  my  Groves  and  Thickets,  then  wild  Woods? 
Are  not  my  Fountain  waters  frefher  then 
The  troubled  ftreams,  where  every  Beaft  does  drink? 
Do  not  rhe  Birds  ling  here  as  fweet  and  lively. 

As  any  other  where  ?  is  not  thy  bed  more  foft. 

And  reft  more  fafe?  then  in  a  Field  or  Barn  ? 

Is  a  full  Table,  which  is  call'd  thine  own, 

Lefs  curious  or  wholfom,  then  the  fcraps 
From  others  trenchers,  twice  or  thrice  tranflated  ? 

Spr.  Yea,  in  the  winter  feafon,  when  the  fire 
Is  fweeter  then  the  air. 

Old.  What  air  is  wanting? 

Spr .  O  Sir,  y'have  heard  of  Pilgrimages  3  and 
The  voluntary  travels  of  good  men. 

Old.  For  Pennance  3  or  to  holy  ends  ?  but  bring 
Not  thofe  into  comparifon,  I  charge  you. 

Spr .  I  do  not.  Sir.  But  pardon  me,  to  think 
Their  fufferings  are  much  fw7eetned  by  delights. 
Such  as  we  finde,  by  fhifting  place  and  air. 

Old .  Are  there  delights  in  beggary  ?  Or,  if  to  take 

Diver- 


Diverfity  of  Aijte  be  fitch  a  folace,  ; 

Travel  the  Kingdom  over :  And  if  this 
Yeeld  not  variety  enough,  try  further : 

Provided  your  deportment  be  gentile. 

Take  Horfe,  and  Man,  and  Money;  you  have  all, 
Or  111  allow  enough.  Y  r;  i 

SitigPHgtingak,Cnckoe&Ci. 

Spr.  O  how  am  I  confounded  1 
Dear  Sir,  retort  me  naked  to  the  world,  ii  , 

Rather  then  lay  thole  burdens  on  me,  which 
Will  ftifle  me.  I  muft  abroad  or  perilh. 

Old.  I  will  no  longer  ftrive  to  walh  this  Moor  , 
Nor  breSth  more  minutes,  founthriftily. 

In  civil  argument, againft  rude  winde. 

But  rather  praftife  to  withdraw  my  love 
And  tender  care  (if  it  be  poflible) 

From  that  unfruitful  breaftj  incapable 
Of  wholfomecounfel, 

Spr.  Have  I  your  leave.  Sir? 

Old.  I  leave  you  to  difpute  it  with  your  felf. 

I  have  no  voice  to  bid  you  go,  or  ftay; 

My  love  lhall  give  thy  will  preheminence  , 

And  leave  th’effeft  to  Time  and  Providence—  Exit. 

Spr.  I  am  confounded  in  my  obligation 
To  this  good  man :  His  virtue  is  my  punilhment, 

;t  When  ’tis  not  tft  my  Nature  to  return 
Obedience  to  his  Merits.  I  could  wilh 
Such  ap  Ingratitude  were  Death  by  th’law. 

And  put  in  prefent  execution  on  me, 

Yo  rid  me  of  njy  fhatper  differing. 

Nor  but  by  death,  can  this  predominant  fway 
■j  Of  nature  be  extinguilh’d  in  me.  I 

Have  fought  with  my  Affe&ions,  by  th’  affiflance 


A  jovial  i.rew : 

Of  all  the  ftrengtbsof' Art  and  Difcipline  r 
(All  which  I  owe  him  for  in  education  too) 

To  conquer  and  eftablilh  my  obfervance 

(As  in  all  other  rules)  to  him  in  this,  . 

This  inborn  ftrong  delire  of  liberty 

In  that  free  courfe,  which  he  detefts  as  lhameful, 

And  I  approve  my  earths  felicity : 

But  finds  the  war  is  endlefs,  and  muft  fly. 

What  muft  I  lofe  then  ?  A  good  Mafter’s  love. 

What  lofs  feels  he  that  wants  not  what  he  lofes  >  | 

They’l  fay  I  lofe  all  Reputation.- 

What’s  that,  to  live  where  no  fuch  thing  is  known  > 

My  duty  to  a  Matter  will  be  queftion’d. 

Where  duty  is  exadted  it  is  none  t  ... 

And  among  Beggars.,  each  mart  is  his  own, 

Enter  Randal  and  three  or  fovr  fervants  with  a  great 
Kettle  ,  and  blacky  Jack*)  and  a  Bakers  Basket ^  all 
empty  0  exeunt  with  ally  manet  Randal. 

t  .  i uq  in*  Qi  t  ■  j  ■  4  >• 

>  ?  • 

Now  fellows,  what  news  from  whence  you  came  } 

Ran.  T he  old  wonted  news,  Sir,  from  your  Gtieft- 
houfe,  the  old  Bartt^  We  have  unloaden  the  Bread¬ 
basket,  the  Beef- Kettle,  and  theBeev-Bumbards  there, 
amongftyour  Guefts  the  Beggars. :  And  thejy  have  all 
prayed  for  you  and  Otir  Matter,  as 4  their  manner  is, 
from  the  teeth  outward,  marry  from  the  teeth  in¬ 
wards  ’tis  enough  to  fwallow  your  Alms  5  from 
whence  I  think  their  Prayers  feldom  come; 

Spr.  Thou  fhould’ft  not  think  uncharitably. 

Ran .  Thought ?s  free.  Master  Steward,  and  it  ple’afe 
you.  But  your  Charity  is  neverthelefs  notorious ,  I 
mutt  needs  lay.  •  •  5  .  ;  ?  v  j  * 

lO  3  spr. 


7 he  merry  'Beggars. 

\  spr.  Meritorious  thou  meantft  to  fay.  ,w:- 

Ran.  Surely  Sir  ,'no  3  trsout  of  our  Ciirats  Book* 
Spr.  But  I  afpire  no  merits,  nor  popular  thanks, 

*Tis  well  if  I  do  well  in  it.  '  L  .  ;,  r 

Kan.  It‘  might  be  better  though  (if  old /Randal, 
whoiii  you  allow;  to  talk,  might  counfel)  to  help  to 
breed  up  poor  mem  children,  at  decayed  labourers, 

*  part  their  work,  or  travel  5  or  towards  the  fettihg  up 
of  poor  young  married  couples  5  then  to  beftow  an 
hundred  pound  a  year  (at  lead  you  do  that,  if  not  all 
you  get)  befides  our  Matters  bounty,  to  maintain  in 
begging  fuch  wanderers  as  rhefe,  that  never  are  out 
of  their  way  3  that  cannot  give  account  from  whence 
they  came,  or  whither  they  would  3  nor  of  any  be¬ 
ginning  they  ever  had-  or  any  end  they  leek  ,  but  ; 
ftill  to  ftrowle  and  beg  till  their  bellies  be  full,  and 
then  deep  till  they  be  hungry, 

Spr.  Thou  art  ever  repining  at  thofe  poore  people  ! 
they  take  nothing  from  thee  but  thy  pains:  and  that 
I  pay  thee  for  too.  Why  (hould’ft  thou  grudge  > 

:  Ran.  ,  Am  I  not  bitten  to  it  eveiy  day,  by  the  fix¬ 
footed  blood-hounds  that  they  leave  in  their  Litter, 
when  I  throw  out  the  old,  to  lay  frefh  ftraw  for  the 
new  comers  at  night.  That's  one  part  of  my  office. 
And  you  are  fure  that  though  your  hofpitality  be  but 
for  a  night  and  a  morning  for  one  Rabble ,  to  have 
a  new  fupp! y  evefy^evenmg. '  They  take  nothing  from 
me  indeed,  they  give  too  much. 

Spr.  Thou  art  old  Randall  ftill !  ever  grumbling, 
butf  ftill  officious  for  ’em.  >  ; 

Rattv  Jm :  hang  em^  they  know  I  love  ’em  well 
enough,  I  have  Had  merry  bouts  with  fom  of  'em. 

Spr .  Wl#t  fey’fkt kou  RandaM  j  ;•  < 

i '  .  T  C  2  Ran. 


Ran.  They  are  indeed  my  paftime.  I  left  the  merry 
Griggs  (ns  their  provender  hasprickt  'em)  in  fucha 
Hoigh  younder !  fuehafrolick !  you!  hear  anon,  as 
you  walk  neerer  ’em. 

Spr.  Well  honeft  Randal.  Thus  it  is.  I  am  for  a  - 
journey.  I  know  not  how  long  will  be  my  abfence. 
But  I  will  prefently  take  order  with  the  Cooke, 
Pantler  and  Butler,  ror  my  wonted  allowance  to  the 
Poor  5  And  I  will  leave  money  with  thee  to  manage 
the  affair  till  my  return. 

Ran.  T  hen  up  rife#  mdat9  Bayley  of  the  Beggars* 

Spr.  And  if  our  Matter  (hall  be  difpleas’d  (al¬ 
though  the  charge  be  mine)  at  theopennefs  of  the 
Entertainment,  thou  fhalt  then  give  it  proportiona¬ 
lly  in  money,  and  let  them  walk  farther. 

Ran*  Pfeugh  !  that  will  never  do ’t,  never  do  ’em 
good:  ’Tis  the  Seat,  .the  Habitation,  the  Rende- 
vous,  that  cheats  their  hearts.  Money  would  clog 
their  confcienoes.  Nor  mutt  I  lofe  the  mulick  of  ’em 
in  their  lodging. 

Spr.  We  will  agree  upon ’t  anon.  Go  now  about 
I  your  bufinefs*  :  1 

Ran.  I  go.  Bayley?  nay  Steward  and  Chamber- 
lain  of  the  Rogues  and  Beggars.  Exit. 

Spri  I  cannot  think  but  with  a  trembling  fear 
On  this  adventure,  in  a  fcruple,  which 
I  have  not  weighed  with  all  my  other  doubts. 

I  fhalJ,  in  my  departure,  rob  my  Matter. 

.  Of  what  ?  of  a  true  Servant  $  other  theft 

I  have  committed  none.  And  that  may  be  ftipplyxL 
And  better  too,  by  feme  more  conftant  to  him. 

But  I  may  injure  many  in  his  T ruft, 

I  Which  now  he  cannot  be  but  (paring  of. 

•  swK  ’  “  -  .  ::  O  I  job 


ihe  merry  Beggars. 

1  rob  him  too,  of  the  content  and  hopes 
He  had  in  me,  whom  he  had  built  and  rais’d 
Unto  that  growth  in  his  affeftion. 

That  I  became  a  gladnefs  in  his  eye. 

And  now  mull:  be  a  grief  or  a  vexation 

A  noyfe  and  fingin^  within. 

Unto  his  noble  heart.  But  heark  !  I  there’s 
The  Harmony  that  dro  wns  all  doubts  and  fears, 
A  little  nearer-*- 


4  t  ? 

Song. 

FRom  burner  and  cold  who  lives  more  free9 
Or  who  more  richly  clad  then  wee  ? 

Our  bellies  are  fu1!^  our  fiejh  is  warm  5 
And)  againjl pride ^  our  rags  are  a  charm. 

Enough  is  our  Feafi^  and  for  to  morrow 
Let  rich  men  care  :  we  feel  no  forrow . 

Ro forrow )  no  forrow ,  no  forrow ,  no  forrow. 

Let  rich  men  care ,  we  feel  no forrow . 

Sp.  The  Emperour  hears  no  fuch  Mufick  5  nor 
feels  content  like  this ! 

Each  City 5  each 'l own ,  and  every  Village , 

Affords  m  either  an  Alms  or  Village. 

Aud  if  the  weather  be  cold  and  raw 
ihen)  in  a  Barn  we  fumble  in  fir  aw. 
if  warm  and  fair  fiy yea-cock.  and  nay -cock. 
cihe  Yields  will  afford  us  a  Hedge  or  a  Hay-cock.* 

A  Hay-cock^  a  Hay -cock 0  a  Hay-cock g  a  Hay-coc 4^ 

7  he  Yields  will  afford  us  a  Hedge  or  a  Hay -cock* 

-  *  •  * 

Spr.  Moft  ravifhing  delight !  But,  in  all  this 
'Onely  one  fenfe  is  pleas’d  :  mine  ear  is  feafted. 

Mine  eye  too  rouft  be  fatisfied  with  my  joyes. 

C  3  The 


!  A  Jovial  Crew  :  or0 

j  The  hoarding  tlfurer  cannot  have  more 
Thirfty  defire  to  fee  his  golden  ftore, 

!  When  he  unlocks  his  Treafury,  then  I 

*  The  equipage  in  which  my  Beggars  lie; 

r  cr-y  ed  :■ '  rj;  v£ 

He  opens  the  Scene  }  the  Beggars  are-  difcovered  in 
their  pofturesy  then  they  iu  ue  forth  5  and  laK 
|  the  Patrico. 

>  (  i'  -  /.  -  !  f 

All.  Our  Matter  D  our  Matter  !  our  fweet  and  com¬ 
fortable  Matter. 

Spr.  How  cheare  my  hearts  ?  '  T 

1  Beg.  Mott  crowfe,  mo  ft  capringly. 

Shall  we  dance,  (hall  we  ling,  to  welcome  our  King  ? 

Strike  up  Piper  a  merry  merry  dance 

That  we  on  our  Hampers  may  foot  it  and  prance. 

To  make  his  heart  merry  as  he  has  made  ours  5 
As  luftickand  frolique  as  Lords  in  their  Bowers, 

Mulck •  Dance. 

I  Spr.  Exceeding  well  perform'd. 

X  Beg.  'Tis  well  if  it  like  y^u,  Matter.  But  wee 
have  not  that  rag  among  us,  that  we  will  not  daunce 
I  off,  to  do  you  fervice}  we  being  all  and  onely  your 
I  fervants  ,  moft  noble  Sir.  Command  us  therefore 
and  imploy  us,  we  befeech  you* 

Spy.  Thou  fpeak’tt  moft  courtly.  r  * 

2  Beg.  Sin,  he  can  fpeak,  and  could  have  writ  as 
well.  He  is  a  decay'd  Poet,  newly  fallen  in  among 
us  $  and  begs  as  well  as  thebeft  of  us.  He  learnt  it 
pretty  well  in  his  ovvn  profeffion  before  }  and  can 

v  the  better  pra&ife  it  in  ours  now! 

Spy.  Thou  art  a  wit  too,  it  feems.  O 

3  Beg.  Hefhould  have  wit  and  knavery  too.  Sir  : 

c  ^  .  For 


11  . 

For  he  was  an  Attorney,  till  he  was  pitch’d  over  the 
Bar.  And,  from  that  fall,  he  was  taken  up  a  Knight 
o’  the  Poft  5  and  fo  he  continued,  till  he  was  degra¬ 
ded  at  the  whipping-poft  5  and  from  thence  he  ran 
refolutely  into  this  courfe.  His  cunning  in  the  Law, 
*  and  the  others  labour  with  the  Mu'es  are  dedicate  to 
yourfervice,  and  for  my  felf,  LI  fight  for  you. 

Spr.  Thou  art  a  brave  fellow,  and  fpeak’ft  like  a 
Commander. ,  Haft  thou  born  Arms  > 

4  Beg .  Sir,  he  has  born  the  name  of  a  Netherland 
Souldier,  till  he  ran  away  from  his  Colours,  and  was 
taken  lame  with  lying  in  the  Fields  by  a  Sciatica  :  I 
mean,  Sir,  the firapaclo.  After  which,  by  a  fecond  re¬ 
treat,  indeed  running  away,  he  fcambled  into  his 
Country, and  fo  fcap’d  the  Gallows  $  and  then  fnap’d 
up  .his  living  in  the  City  by  his  wit  in  cheating,  pim¬ 
ping,  and  fuch  like  Arts,  till  the  Cart  a*nd  the  Pillo¬ 
ry  Ihewed  him  too  publiquely  to  the  world.  And  fo, 
begging  being  the  laft  refuge,  he  enter  d  into  our  fo- 
ciety.  And  now  lives  honeftly,  I  muft  needs  fay,  as 
the  b  eft  of  us.  - 

Spr.  Thou  fpeak’ft  good  language  too.  • 

1  Beg.  He  was  a  Courtier  born,  Sir,  and  begs  on 
pleafure  I  allure  you ,  refilling  great  and  conftant 
means  from  able  friends  to  make  him  a  ftaidman. 
Yet  (the  Want  of  a  leg  notwithftanding)  he  muft  tra¬ 
vel  in  this  kinde-againft  all  common  reafon,  by  the 
fpecial  pollicy  of  Providence. 

Spr.  As  how,  I  prethee? 

1  Beg.  His  Father,  Sir,  w’£s  a  Courtier  5  a  great 
Court  Beggar  I  allure  you$* 

I  made  thefe  Verfes  of  Him  and  his  Son  here.  • 


- — — 

A  Courtier  beg’d  by  Covetife,  not  Need, 

From  Others  that,  which  made  them  beg  indeed. 

He  beg’d,  till  wealth  had  laden  him  with  cares 
To  keep  tor  s  children  and  their  children  (hares : 

While  the  opprefs’d,  that  loft  that  great  Eftate 
Sent  Curfes  afterit  unto  their  Fate. 

The  Father  dies  (the  world  faies)  very  rich  $ 

T he  Son,  being  gotten  while  (it  Teems)  the  itch 
Of  begging  was  upon  the  Courtly  Sire, 

Or  bound  by  Fate,  will  to  no  wealth  afpire, 

Tho’  offer’d  him  in  Money,  Cloathes  or  Meat, 

More  then  he  begs,  or  inftantly  muft  eat. 

Is  not  he  heavenly  bleft,  that  hates  Earth’s  Treafure 
And  begs,  with  What's  a  Gentleman  hut's  pleajure } 

Or  (ay  it  be  upon  the  Heire  a  curfe  5 

What’s  that  to  him  ?  The  Beggar's  her  the  worfe. 

For  of  the  general  (tore  that  Heaven  has  fent 
He  values  not  a  penny  till’t  be  (pent. 

All .  A  Scribble ,  a  Scribble  ! 

2  Beg.  What  City  or  Court  Poet  could  fay  more 
then  our  hedge  Mule-monger  here  ? 

2  Beg .  What  fay,  Sir,  to  our  Poet  Scribble  here  ? 

Spr.  I  like  his  vain  exceeding  well  5  and  the  whole 
Confort  of  you. 

2,  Beg .  Confort,  Sir.  We  have  Mujicians  too  a- 
mong  us  :  true  merry  Beggars  indeed ,  rhat  being 
within  the  reach  of  the  La(h  for  finging  libellous 
Songs  at  London ,  were  fain  to  flie  into  our  Covie, 
and  here  they  fing  all  our  Poet’s  Ditties.  They  can 
fing  any  thing  moft  tunably,  Sir,  butPfalms.  What 
they  may  do  hereafter  under  a  triple  Tree,  is  much 
expefted.  But  they  live  very  civilly  and  gentilya- 
mong  us. 

Spr . 


Jbenutry  Beggar/. 

Spr.  But  what  is  he  there?,  that?  folemn  old  fel¬ 
low,  that  neither  (peaks  ofhimfelf,  nor  any  body 
for  him.  ^ 

2  Beg.  OSir,therareft  manof  all.  He  isa.rra- 
phet.  See  how  he  holds  up*  his  prognofticating  nofe. 
He  is  divining.now«  ii/ii  I  urJfT*  grdnv  n  3/.  .v 

Spr.  How  ?  a  Prophet  ? 

2  Beg.  Yes  Sir,  a  cunning  man  and  a  Fortune-tel¬ 
ler:  ’tis  thought  he  was  a-,  great  Gleark  before  his 
decay,  but  he  is  Very  cfofe,  wifi  not  tell  his  begin¬ 
ning,  nor  the  fortune  he  himfelf  is  falne  from :  But 
he  ferves  us  for  a  Clergy-man  (till,  and  marries  us,  if 
need  be,  after  a  new  way  of  his  own. 

Spr.  How  long  have  you  had  his  company  ? 

2  Beg.  But  lately  come  amongft  us,  but  a  very 
ancient  Strowle  all  the  Land  over,  and  hastravell’d 
with  Cipfies}  and  is  a  Patrico.  Shall  he  read  your  For- 
tune  Sir  ?  • 

Spr.  If  it  pleafe  him. 

Pat.  Lend  me  your  hand,  Sir. 

By  this  Palme  I  mderjiand , 

7 how  art  horn  to  wealth  and  Land3 
And  after  many  a  hitter  gujly  , 

Shalt  build  roith  thy  great  Cranjires  dufi . 

Spr.  Where  (hall  I  finde  it  ?  but  come,  Ilenot 
trouble  my  head  with  the  fearch. 

2  Beg.  What  fay,  Sir,  to  our  Crew?  are  we  not 

well  congregated  ?  ** 

Spr.  You  are  A  jovial  Crew  $  the  onely  people 
Whofe  happinefs  I  admire. 

3  Beg.  Will  you  make  us  happy  infervingyou? 
have  you  any  Enemies  ?  (hall  we  fight  under  you? 
will  you  be  our  Captain  ? 

D  -  a  'Beg. 


A-yovuu  Crew:  «*, 

.2.  Nay}imr  Hiriav  ,  r  -j  '  «  fad 
'  <g.  Command  us  fomething,  Sir,  . 
Spr.  Where’s  the  next  R.endevouz  > 
i.  Neither  . in  Village  nor  in  Town  : 
But  three  mile  off  at  Mxpl  '-down. 

Spr.  At  evening  there  I’le  vifit  you,  ■ 


•  ■ 


:  Song. 

COme,  come  $  away  :  Ine  Spring 
(By  every  Bird  that  Can  but  png) 

Or  chirp  a  note)  doth  now  invite 
Us  forth,  to  tajie  of  his  delight.  - 

In  Field \  in  Grove ,  on  Hill, \  in  Dale  j 
But  above  all  the  Nightingale  : 

''Who  in  her  Jweetnefs Jirives  t 'out-doc  .  - 

I  he  loudnejs  of  the  hoarfe  Cuckoe. 

Cuckoe  cries  he,  Jug  jug  Jug 

From  buf)  to  bujh,  from  tree  to  tree ^ 

Why  in  one  place  then  tarry  we  £  ’  ' 

'M  ‘c&nfiit  n$pi  i;  lr  ;1  .  ...  . 

Come  away  $  whydowefiayi 

We  have  no  debt  or  rent  to  pay.  .  . 

No  bargains  or  accounts  to  make  5 
Nor  Land  or  Leafe  to  let  or  take  ? 

:?  ;  nOr  if  wchad^  jbmldiihtti  rtmdri  r  S ,  . 

When  all  the  world 1 31  our  own  before 

Andwhere  me  pafs,  and  makp  reforts  ..  \ 

It  is  our  Kingdom  and  our  Court * 

Cuckoe  cries  he  /  Exemt  Cantantes* 

•  *  *"  *  _  -  .  «  y*  -  •  ^  ?  %  ^ 

.  >  •  r  -  f  ;  .1  ‘  .*  •  .  *  I 

♦  v*  ±  1  >  ?  ^  l  .  ;  .  v  -  f  i 

■  Spr.  So,  now  away.  . 

They  dream  of  happinefs  that  Kve  in  State, 

But  they  enjoy  it  that  obey  their  Fate,  . 

.•  -  !  ’  -  '  Aft  us 


mm}  ieggtru 

£t  cU\  'io 
•  -  v;  ■*  "Vv" 


%v  ir  rh 

i  ■  p^i  ' 


1  A&us  Secunduf9  '  _  '  : 

Pf  **l  *^u  '*r  y(}j^ 

Vincent L  Hilliard,  Meriel ,  Rachel,  it  r 
*?#;  'T !  Amevterqome  with  adiraratiefr,  at  thefelici- 
J[  ty  they  take! 

fj»/.  Beggars  1  They  are  the  only  people,  can  boaft 
the  benefit  of  a  free  ftate ,  in  the  foil  eotoyment  of  Li¬ 
berty  ,  Mirth  and  Eafej  having  all  things  in  common 
and  nothing!  wanting  .Of  /  Hattirer  whole  jprovifion 
within  the  reach  of  their  defires.  Who  would  have 
loft  this  fightof  their  Revels  > 

Via.  How  think  you  Ladies  ?!  Are  they  not  the  one- 
ly  happy  in  a  Nation^  "  r  .  .. 

AVer.  Happier  then  we  I’mfure,  that  are  pent  up 
and  tied  by  the  nofe  to  the  continual  fteam  of  hot 
Hofpitality,here  in  our  Father’s  houfe,  when  they 
havetheAireat  pleafure  in  all  variety.  , 

Ra.  And  though  I  know;  we  havednerrrer. Spirits 
then  they,  yet  to  live  thus  confin’d,  ftifles  us. 

•Hil,  Why  Ladies,  you  have  liberty  enough  5  or 
may  take  what  you  pleafe. 

AVer.  Yes  in  our  Father’s  Rule  and  .Government, 
or  by  his  allowances :  What’s>  that  to abfolute  free¬ 
dom  j  fuch  as  the  very  Reggarshavey  to  feaftand 
revel  here  tojday,  and  yonder  to  morrow  next  day 
where  they  preafe  5  and  fo  on  ftill,  the  whole  Coun¬ 
try  or  Kinguonafi  over  Other’s  Liberty  !  the  birds  of 
the  aire  can  take  no  more.  .  •>!>  /.  l  - 

i  fU.  And  then  at!  home  here,  or  toherefoewr  he 
comes5  our  Father  is.  fopenfive^  (what  muddy  fpirk 
fodwpollefies:'  him,  would:  I  could  conjured  out) 

'  '  D  2  that 


A  jovial  Cm*  :  or, 

that  he  makes  us  even  lick  of  his  fadnefs,  that  were 
wont  to  fee  my  GhbJJips  cock.to  day  $  monldCocklebread^ 
daunce  clutterdepouch  5  and  tlannykjn  booby  $  binde  bar¬ 
rels  \  or  do  any  thing  before  him ,  and  he  would 
laugh  at  us. 

Mer.  Now  he  never  looks  upon  us,but  with  a  figh, 
or  teares  in  his  eyes,  tho’  wefimper  never  fofan&ifi- 
edly.  What  tales  have  been  told  him  of  us,  or  what 
he  lufpe&s  I  know  not ,  God  forgive  him,  I  do  5  but 
I  am  weary  of  his  houfe. 

Ra.  Does  he  think  us  Whores  tro,  becaufe  fome- 
times  we  talke  as  lightly  as  great  Ladies.  I  can  fwear 
fafely  for  the  virginity  of  one  of  us,fo  far  as  Word  and 
Deed  goes  }  marry  Thoughts  free. 

Mer.  Which  is  that' one  of  us  I  pray?  your  felfe 
or  me  ?  :  1  < 


Ra.  Good  lifter  Meriel ,  Charity  begins  at  home. 
But  II  fwear  I  think  as  charitably  of  thee:  And  not 
onely  becaufe  thou  art  a  year  younger  neither. 

Mer.  I  am  beholden  to  you.  But  for  my  Father,  I 
would  I  knew  his  grief  ana  how  to  cure  him,  or  that 
we  were  where  we  could  not  fee  it.  It  fpoiles  our 
mirth,  and  that  has  been  better  then  his  Meat  to  us. 
^Vm.  Will  you  heare  our  motion  Ladies? 

•,  Mer.  Pfew,  you  would  marry  usprefently  out  of 
his  way,  becaufe  he  has  given  you  a  foolilh  kinde  of 
promile  :  But  we  will  fee  him  in  a  better  humor  fir  ft, 
and  as  apt  to  laugh  as  we  to  lie  down,  rWarrant  him. 

Hill.  ’Tis  like  that  courfe  will  dure  hi^r,  would 
you  imbrace  it.  /  ;  :  | 

Ra.  We  will  have  him  cur’d  firft,  I  tell  you :  And 
you  (hall  wait  that  feafon,  and  our  leafure. 

Mer .  I  will  rather  hazard  my  being  one  of  the  De- 

:  X  Vils 


The  mtrry  "Beggars*  \ 

vil's  Ape-leader s,  then  to  marry  while  he  is  melan- 
cholly. 

Ra.  Or  I  to  ftay  in  his  houfe }  to  give  entertain¬ 
ment  to  this  Knightjor  t’other  Coxcomb, that  comes 
to  cheer  him  up  with  eating  of  his  chear :  when  we 
muft  fetch ’em  fweetmeats,  and  they  muft  tell  us. 
Ladies  your  lips  are  fweeter  ,  and  then  fall  into 
Courtmip,oneinafet  fpeech  taken  out  of  old  Bri - 
tains' Works,  another  with  Verfes  out  of  the  Acade¬ 
my  of  Complements,  or  fome  or  other  of  the  new  Po¬ 
etical  Pamphletters,  ambitious  onely  to  fpoile  Pa¬ 
per,  and  publifh  their  names  in  print.  And  then  to 
be  kill,  and  fometimes  flaver’d—fagh. 

Jlfer.  ’Tisnot  to  be  indur’d.  We  muft  out  of  the 
Houfe.  We  cannot  live  but  by  laughing,  and  that 
aloud,  and  no  body  fad  within  hearing. 

Pin.  We  are  for  any  adventure  with  you,  Ladies. 
Shall  we  projeft  a  journey  for  you  ?  your  Father  has 
trufted  you,  and  will  think  you  fafe  in  our  compa¬ 
ny  }  and  we  would  fain  be  abroad  upon  fom  pro^- 
grefs  with  you.  Shall  we  make  a  fling  to  London, and 
fee  how  the  Spring  appears  there  in  the  Spring-Gar¬ 
den  ,  and  in  Hide-park L  ,  to  fee  the  Races,  Horfe  and 
Foots  to  hear  the  jockizs  crack}  and  fee  the  Ada - 
mites  run  naked  afore  the  Ladies  > 

Ra .  We  have  feen  all  already  there,  as  well  as 
they,  laft  year. 

hil.  But  there  ha*  been  new  Playes  fince. 

Ra.  No:  no:  we  are  not  for  London. 

Hil .  What  think  you  of  a  Journey  to  the  Bath 
then  > 

Ra.  Worfe  then  t’other  way.  I  love  not  to  carry 
my  Health  where  others  drop  their  Difeafes.There’s 
no  fport  i’that.  D  3  - 


A  Jovial  €mo:  Or, 

Vin.  Will  you  up  to  the  hill  top  of  fpom,  then, 
and  Merriments,  Dovors  olimficki  or  the  CotswoU 
Games.  . 

Mer.  No>  that  will  be  too  publique  foi:  our  Re¬ 
creation.  We  would  have  it  more  within  our  felves. 


HU.  Think  of  feme  courfe  your  felves  then.  We 
are  for  you  upon  any  way3as  far  as  Horfe  and  Money 
can  carry  us. 

Pin.  I,  and  if  thofe  means  faile  us^  as  far  as  our 
legs  can  bear,  or  our  hands  can  help  us. 

Ra*  And  we  will  put  you  to’t.  Come  afide  Me* 
riel — n  Ajidc. 

Vin .  Some  jeere5  perhaps  to  put  upon  us. 

Hi/.  What  think  you  of  a  Pilgrimage  to  St .Wini- 
frides  Well  £ 

Vin.  Or  a  Journey  to  the  wife  woman  at  Nant- 
wch 5  to  ask  if  we  be  fit  husbands  for  ’em  > 

Hil.  They  are  not  fcrupulous  in  that,  we  having 
had  their  growing  loves  up  from  our  Childhoods  3 
and  the  old  Squire's  good  will  before  all  men. 

Ra.  Me..  Ha  ha  ha — 

Vin.  What’s  the  conceit  I  mervail. 

Ra.  Me.  Ha  ha  ha  ha- — 

Hi//.  Some  merry  one  it  feems. 

Ra.  Andthen^  firrah  Meriel—**  Heark  agen— ha 
ha  ha-t- 


Vin.  How  they  are  taken  with  it ! 

Mer.  Ha  ha  ha-  —  Heark  agen  Rachel. 

Bill.  Some  wonderful  Nothing  fure.  They  will 
i  laugh  as  much  to  fee  a  fwallow  flie  with  a  white  fea¬ 
ther  imp’d  in  her  tail. 

Vin.  They  were  born  laughing  I  think* 

Ra.  Me.  Ha  ha  ha--— 


Vin. 


Vin.  If  it  be  not  fome  trick  upon  u$5  which  they’! 
difcoverinfbme  monftrous  (hape*  they  cozen  me. 
Now  Ladies,  is  your  Projeft  ripe  ?  poUefs  us  with 
the  knowledge  of  it.  % 

Ra.  It  is  more  precious,  then  to  be  imparted  upon 
a  flight  demand. 

Bit .  Pray  let  us  hear  it.  You  know  we  are  your 
trufty  fervants. 

I  in.  And  have  kept  all  your  councels  ever  fince 
we  have  been  Infant  Playfellows. 

Ra.  Y es,  you  have  plaid  at  all  kinds  of  fmall  game 
with  us  5  but  this  is  to  the  purpofe.  Ha  ha  ha-— 

Hil.  It  feems  fo  by  your  laughing. 

Ra.  Andalks  a  ftronger  tongue-tie  then  tearing 
of  Books  5  burning  of  Samplers  5  making  Dirt-pies  5 
or  pifs  and  paddle  in5t. 

Vin.  You  know  how,  and  what  we  have  vow’d  : 
to  wait  upon  you  any  way,  any  how,  and  any  whi¬ 
ther. 

Mer.  And  you  will  ftand  to’t  ? 

hill.  I,  and  go  to’t  with  you,  wherever  it  be. 

Mer.  Pray  telft  ’em,  lifter  Rachel. 

Ra.  Why  Gentlemen—  ha  ha—  Thus  it  is — -  Tell 
it  you  Mend.  •’  * 

Pin.  O,  is  that  all  ?  * 

Mer.  You  are  the  elder.  Pray  tell  it  you. 

Ra.  You  are  the  younger,  I  command  you  tell  it. 
Come,  out  with  it 

They  long  to  have  it.  •'  v: 

hil.  When? 

-  Vin.  When? 

Met.  Introth  you  muft  tell  it ,  lifter*  I  cannot. 
Pray  begin. 


Then 


m  jmdi  iym  :  w, - 

Ra.  Then  Gentlemen  ftand  your  ground. 

Vtn.  Some  terrible  bufinefs  lure ! 

Ra.  You  feem’d  e’n  now  to  admire  the  felicity  of 

Beggars. 

Mer.  And  have  ingag ’d  your  felves  to  join  with 
us  in  any  courfe.  ;  .  '  - 

Ra.  Will  you  now  with  us,  and  for  our  fakes  turn 
Beggars  ?  . 

Mer.  It  is  our  Refolution,.  and  our  Injunction  on 
*  you.  ■ ,  .  ;  -  • 

Ra.  But  for  a  T ime,  and  a  fhort  Progrefs. 

Mer.  And  for  a  fpring-trick  of  youth,  now,  in 
the  feafon. 

Vtn.  Beggars  I  What  Rogues  are  thefe  > 

Hil.  A  fimple  trial  of  our  Loves  and  fervice  ! 

Ra.  Are  you  refolv’d  upon’t  ?  If  not  Godbw’y*. 
We  are  refolv’d  to  take  our  courfe. 

Mer.  Let  yours  be  to  keep  councel. 

Vtn.  Stay,  ftay.  Beggars  !  Are  we  not  fo  already  ? 
Do  we  not  oeg  your  loves,  and  your  enjoyings? 

Do  we  not  beg  to  be  receiv’d  your  fervants  > 

To  kifs  your  hands,  or  (if  you  will  vouchfafe) 

Your  lips,  or  your  unbraces  > 

Hil.  We  now  beg,  (  us. 

'  That  we  may  fetch  the  Rings  and  Priefl:  to  marry 
Wherein  are  we  no  Beggars? 

Ra.  That  will  not  ferve.  Your  time’s  riot  come 
for  that  yet. 

You  (hall  beg  ViSuals  firft. 

Vtn.  O,  I  conceive  your  begging  progrefs  is  to 
ramble  out  this  fommer  among  your  Father’s  Te- 
nants,and  ’tis  in  requeft  among  Gentlemens  Daugh¬ 
ters  to  devour  their  Cheefe-cakes,Apple-pies,Cream 
'  *  v  and 


7he  merry  Beggars. 

Cuftards, Flapiacks^and  Pan-puddings.  u  _  :>i, 
Mer.  Not  lo,  not  fo,  - 

Hil.  Why  fo  we  may  be  a  kinde  of  civil  Beggars. 
Ra.  I  mean  ftark,  errant,  downright  Beggars,  I, 
Without  equivocation.^  i Statute  Beggars,  i  .  \ 

liter.  ,Couchantand  Pallant,  Guardant,-  Rampant 


!.voJ  tnfiVfioo  bur. 

>  •  i  n  ■  ■  J  i  :  r-L 
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Vin.  Current  and  vagrant— 

Bit.  Stock^n  t ,  whippan  t  Beggars  / 

«F»f. Muft  you  and  weybe&ch?  would  you  fo 
have  it  ?  ,  <>  y 


Ra.  Such  as  we  few  fo  merry  5  and  you  concluded 
Were  th  onely  happy  People  in  a  Nation. 

Mer.  <The  onely  Freemen  ofa  Common-wealth  5 
Free  above  Scot-free^,, that  obferve  no  Law, 

Obey  no  Governour,  ufe  no  Religion, 

But  what  they  draw  from  their  own  ancient  cuftom. 
Or  conftitute  themfelves,  yet  are  no  Rebels. 

Ra.  Such  as  of  all  mens  Meat  and  all  mens  Money 
Take  a  free  part  3  and,  wherefoe-re  they  travel. 
Have  all  things  gratis  to  their  hands  provided. 

Vin.  Cour fe  fere  moft  times. 

Ra.  Their  ftomack  makes  it  good  5 
Andfeafts  on  that, which  others  fcorn  for  Food. 

Mer.  The  Antidote,  Content,  is  onely  theiis. 

And,  unto  t{iat,  fugh  foil  delights  are  known. 

That  they  conceive  the  Kingdom  is  their  own. 

Vin.  Tore  Heaven  I  think  they  are  in  earneft :  for 
they  were  alwaies  mad. 

Hilt:  And  we  were  madder  then  they,if  we  ftiould 
lofe  ’em.  ,.:>o  /  y  ;Cy  ’ 

Viu.  Tis  but  a  mad  trick  of  youth  (as  they  fey) 
for  the  Spring, or  a  fhort  progrefs ;  and  mirth  may  be 
„  >  ,  E  made 
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made  out  of  it  5  knew  we  how  to  cany  it* 

Ra •  Pray  Gentlemen  be  fudden. 

Heark,  you  hear  the  Cuckoe.  Cnck  ot 

jFf/7.Wearemoft  refolutely  for  you  in  your  courfe. 

Vin.  But  the  vexation  is  how  to  fet  it  on  foot. 

Ra.  We  have  projected  it.  Now  if  you  be  perfed 
and  conftant  Lovers  and  friends  ,  fearch  you  the 
means.  We  have  puzzell’d  ’em. 

Mer.  I  am  glad  on’t.  Let  ’em  pump. 

Vin.  Troth  a  fmall  ftock  will  ferve  to  (et  up  with¬ 
al.  This  Doublet  fold  off  o’  my  back,  might  ferve 
to  fumifti  a  Camp  Royal  of  us. 

Bil.  But  how  to  enter  or  arrange  our  felves  into 
the  Crew  will  be  the  difficulty.  If  we  light  raw  and 
tame  amongft  ’em  (like  Cage- Birds  among  a  flight 
of  wild  ones)  we  (hall  never  pick  up  a  Living,  but 
have  our  brains  peckt  out. 

Vin.  We  want  inftrudion  dearly. 

Enter  Springlove. 

Bih  O  here  comes  springlove.  His  great  Benefa- 
dorfhip  among  the  Beggars  might  prefer  u$  with  Au- 
v  thority  into  a  ragged  Regiment  prefently.  Shall  I 
put  it  to  him. 

Ra.  Take  heed  what  you  do.  His  greatnefs  with 
my  Father  will  betray  us. 

Vin.  I  will  cut  his  throat  then.  My  noble  Spring - 
love0  the  great  Commander  of  the  Maunders ,  and 
King  of  Canters ,  we  faw  the  gratitude  of  your  loyal 
Subjeds,  in  the  large  Tributary  content  they  gave 
you  in  their  Revels. 

*  Spr.  Did  you.  Sir  ? 

Bil .  We  have  feen  all  with  great  delight  and  ad¬ 
miration* 

Spr* 
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spr.  I  have  feen  you  too,  kinde  Gentlemen  and 
Ladies  j  and  over-heard  you  in  your  queint  defigne, 
to  new  create  your  felves  out  of  the  worldly  blef- 
iings,andfpiritual  graces  Heaven  has  bellow'd  upon 
you,  to  be  partakers  and  Co-a&ors  too,  in  thofe  vile 
courfes,  which  yon  call  delights,  taneby  thofe  dc- 
fpicable  and  abhorred  Creatures. 

Vin.  Thou  art  a  Defpifer,  nay  a  Blafphemer 
Againft  the  Maker  of  thofe  happy  Creatures.' 

W  ho,  of  all  humane,  ha ve  priority 
In  their  content.  In  which  they  are  fo  blefff 
That  they  enjoy  moft  in  pofielung  Ieaft. 

Who  made  ’em  fuch,  doft  think  ?  or  why  fo  happy  ? 

Ra.  He  grows  zealous  in  the  Caufe :  fure  he’ll  beg 
indeed. 

Hit.  Art  thou  an  Hypocrite,  then,  all  this  while? 
Onely  pretending  Charity  5  orufingit 
To  get  a  Name  and  Praife  unto  thy  felf  s 
Ana  not  to  eherifli  and  increafe  thofe  Creatures , 

In  their  moft  happy  way  of  living  ?  Or 
Etoft  thou  beftow  thine  Alms  with  a  foul  purpofe 
To  flint  their  Begging,  and  withlofs  to  buy 
And  Dave  thofe  free  fouls  from  their  liberty  ? 

Mer. They  are  more  zealous  in  the  Caufe  then  we. 

Spr.  But  are  you.  Ladies,  at  defiance  too 
With  Reputation,  and  the  Dignity 
Due  to  your  Father’s  Houle  and  You  ? 

Ra.  Hold  thy  peace,  goodSpringlove, 

And,tho‘  you  feem  to  diflikethis  courfe^tnd  reprove 
us  for  it, 

Do  not  betray  us  in  it :  your  throat’s  in  queftioH. 

I  tell  you  for  good  will,  good Sprmglove. 

Mer.  What  wouldft  thou  havens  do? 

E  2 
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Thou  talk’ft  o’  thf  Houle. 

’Tis  abafe  melancholly  Houfe. 

Our  Father  s  fadnefs  banilhes  us  out  on't. 

And,  for  the  delight  thou  tak’ft  in  Beggars'*,  nd  their 
brawls,  thou  canft  not  but  think  they  live  abetter 
life  abroad,  then  we  do  in  tjiis  Houfe. 

Spr.  I  have  founded  your  Faith :  And  I  am  glad  I 
finde  you  all  right.  And  for  your  Fathers  fadnefs. 
Ill  tell  you  the  caufeon't.  I  over-heard  it  but  this 
day  in  his  private  Difcourfe  with  his  merry  Mate 
Mafter  Hearty.  He  has  been  told  by  fome  Wizard  that 
you  both  were  born  to  be  Beggars. 

All.  How.  How  ! 


Spr.  For  which  he  is  fo  tormented  in  minde,  that 
he  cannot  fleep  in  peace,  nor  look  upon  you  but 
with  hearts  grief.  '  s4  * 

Fin.  This  is  moft  Arrange. 

Ra.  #  Let  him  be  griev'd  then, till  we  are  Beggars , 
We  have  juft  reafon  td  become  fo  now  : 

And,  what  we  thought  on  but  in  jeft  before, 

Well  do  inearneftnow.  # 

Spr.  O,  I  applaud  this  refolution  in  you  $ 

Would  have  perfwaded  it  5  will  be  your  Servant  in’t. 
for^loolcye  Ladiesi:-  - 

The  Sentence  of  your  F drtune  does  not  lay, that  you 
fhall  beg  for  need :  hungry  or  cold  neceflity.  If  there¬ 
fore  you  expofe  your  felves  on  pleafure  into  it,  you 
fhall  abfolve  your  deftiny  neverthelefs  ,  and  cure 
your  Fathers  grief.  I  am  over- joy'd  to  think  on?t  3 
and  will  affift  you  faithfully. 

All. :  A  Spr  in  glove  !  a  Spr  iti glove  ! 

Spr .  I  am  prepar'd  already  for  th3  adventure. 

And  will  with  all  conveniences  furnifb, 
r  ;orif  -  c  J  And 
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And  fetyou  forth  5  give  you  your  Dimenfions, 
Rules  and  Directions, :  I  will  be  your  Guide, 

Your  Guard,  your  Convoy,  your  Authority. 
Yotedomot  know  my  Power  3  my  Command 
I*  th*  JSegg^r/Cemmonwealth. 

Vin.  But  how  ?  But  how,  good  Sprin glove  ? 

Spr.  Ill  confefs  all.  Iri  my  Minority 
My  Mafter  took  me  up  a  naked  Beggar  3 
Bred  me  at  School  3  then  took  me  to  his  Service  3 
(You  know  in  what  good  falhion)  and  you  may 
Colleft  to  memory  for  feven  late  Sommers, 

Either  by  leave,  pretending  Friends  to  fee 
At  far  remote  parts  of  the  Land,  or  elfe, 

By  ftealth,I  would  abfent  my  felf  from  fervice. 

To  follow  my  own  Pleafure,  which  was  Beggings 
Led  tot  by  Nature .  My  indulgent  Mafter 
(Yet  ignorant  of  my  courfe)  on  my  fubmiffion 
When  Cold  and  Hunger  forcM  me  back  at  Winter, 
Receiv’d  me  ftill  again.  Till,  two  years  fince, 
Hebeing  drawn  by  journey  towards  the  North, 
Where  Fthen  quarter’d  with  a  ragged  Crew  3 
On  the  high  way,  not  dreaming  of  him  there, 

I  did  accoft  him,  with  a  Good  your  IVorJkip 
The  Guift  one finale  penny  to  a  Creeple  3 
(Forhere  Iwas  with  him)  and  the  good  Lord  Halts 

To  hlefis  you0  and  rejlore  it  you  in  Heaven . 

All.  Ha  ha  ha. 

Spr.  My  head  was  dirty  clouted,  and  this  leg 
Swadled  with  Rags,  the  other  naked,  and 
My  body  clad,  like  his  upon  the  Gibbet. 

Yet,  He,  with  fearching  eyes,  through  all  my  Rags 
And  counterfeit  Poftures,  made  difeovery 
Of  his  Man  Springlove  3  chid  me  into  tears  3 

E  3 
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And  a  confeffion  of  my  fbrefpent  life. 

At  laft,  upon  condition,  that  vagary 
Should  be  the  laft,  he  gave  me  leave  to  run 
That  Sommer  out.  In  Avtumne  home  came  I 
In  my  home  Cloaths  again  and  former  Duty. 

My  Matter  not  alone  conferv’d  my  Counfel  5 
But  laies  more  weighty  Truft  and  Charge  upon  me  3 
Such  was  his  love  to  keep  me  a  home-Man, 

That  he  conferred  his  Stewards  place  upon  me. 
Which  clog  cl  me,the  laft  year,  from  thofe  Delights, 
I  would  not  lofe  again  to  be  his  Lord. 

All.  A  Spr inglove,  a  Spr inglove.  (folly 

Spr.  Purfue  the  courfe  you  are  on  then,  as  cheer- 
As  the  inviting  Seafbn  fmiles  upon  you. 

Think  how  you  are  neceffitatea  to  it, 

T o  quit  your  Father  s  fadnefs,  and  his  fears 
T ouching  your  Fortune*  T ill  you  have  been  Beggars 
The  Sword  hangs  over  him.  You  cannot  think 
Upon  an  Aft  of  greater  Piety 
Unto  your  Father,  then  texpofeyour  felves 
Brave  Volunteers,  unpref$*d  by  common  need 
Into  this  meritorious  Warfares  whence 
(After  a  few  daies,  or  ftiort  feafon  fpent ) 

You  bring  him  a  perpetual  Peace  and  Joy 
By  expiating  the  Prophecy  that  torments  him. 

T  were  worth  your  Time  in  painful,  wofol  fteps. 
With  your  lives  hazard  in  a  Pilgrimage, 

So  to  redeem  a  Father.  But  you!  finde 
A  Progrefs  of  fuch  Pleafure  (as  Ill  govern!) 

That  the  moft  happy  Courts  could  never  boaft 
In  all  their  T ramplings  on  the  Countries  coft  3 
Whofe  envy  we  {hall  draw,  when  they  (hall  reade 
We  out-beg  them,  and  for  as  little  Need. 

All. 
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All .  A  Springlove  /  a  Springlove  t 

Spr .  Follow  me.  Gallants,  then,  as  cheerfully 
As—  (heark !)  we  are  fummon’d  forth .  Birds? 

All.  We  follow  thee,—  Exeunt.  Jtnging 

Enter  Randal.  A  Furfe  in  his  hand. 

Ran.  Well,  go  thy  waies.  If  ever  any  juft  or  cha¬ 
ritable  Steward  was  commended,  fure  thou  (halt  be 
at  the  laft  Quarter-day.  Here’s  five  and  twenty 
pounds  for  this  Quarters  Beggar-charge.  And  (if  he 
return  not  by  the  end  of  this  Quarter)  here’s  order 
to  a  Friend  tofupply  for  the  next.  If  I  now  ftiould 
venture  for  the  commendation  of  an  unjuft  Steward, 
and  turn  this  Money  to  mine  own  ufe !  ha  !  deare 
Devil  tempt  me  not.  I’ll  do  thee  fervice  in  a  greater 
Matter.  Eut  to  rob  the  Poor!  ( a  poor  trick  )  every 
Church- warden  can  dot.  Now  fomething  whifpers 
me,  that  my  Mafter,for  his  Stewards  love,  will  fup* 
ply  the  Poor0  as  I  may  handle  the  matter.  Then 
rob  the  Steward,  if  I  reftore  him  not  the  Money  at 
his  return.  Away  Temptation,  leave  me.  I  am  frail 
flefh :  yet  I  will  fight  with  thee.  But  fay  the  Steward 
neverretnrn.  O  but  he  will  return.  Perhaps  he  may 
not  return.  Turn  from  me  Satan:  ftiivenottoclog 
my  confidence.  I  would  not  have  this  weight  upon’t 
for  all  thy  Kingdom. 

Enter  Hearty  finging^  and  Oldrents. 

Bey  down  hay  down  a  down  &c. 

Remember,  Sir,  your  Covenant  to  be  merry. 

Old.  I  ftrive  you  fee  to  be  fo. 

Yet  fomthing  pricks  me  within,  me  thinks. 

Bea.  No  further  thought,  I  hope,  of  Fortunes  tell¬ 
tales. 

Old.  I  think  not  of ’em.  Nor  will  I  prefage, 

>  That 
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That  when  a  difpolition  of  fadnefs 
O’rclouds  my  fpirits,  I  (hall  therefore  hear 
Ill  news,  or  Ihortly  meet  with  fome  difafter. 

Hea.  Nay,  when  a  man  meets  with  bad  tidings, 
why.  •  ;  /  .  •  t  ■ 

May  not  he  then  compel  his  minde  to  mirth  5 
As  well  as  puling » llomacks  are  made  flrong 
By  eating againfl  Appetite?  -  0 

Old .  Forc’d  Mirth  tho’  is  not  good. 

Hea.  It  relifhes  not  you’ll  fay.  No  more  does  Meat 
That  is  moft  favory  to  a  long  lick  ftomack. 

Until  by  Strife  and  Cuftom  ’tis  made  good. 

Old.  You  argue  well.But  do  you  fee  yon’d  Fellow? 
Hea.  I  never  noted  him  fo  fad  before. 

He  neither  lings  nor  whiftles. 

Old.  Something  troubles  him. 

Can  he  force  Mirth  out  of  himfelf  now, think  you  ? 

Hea.  What  fpeakyou  ofa  Clod  of  Earthy  a  Hind? 
But  one  degree  above  a  Beall,  compar’d 
To  th’  aery  Ipirit  of  a  Gentleman  ? 

Old.  He  looks,  as  he  came  laden  with  ill  news, 

10  meet  me  on  my  way. 

Hea.  ’Tis  very  pretty. 

1  Suppofe  the  Afs  be  tir’d  with  fadnefs ;  will  you  dis¬ 
burden  him  ( merry 

To  load  your  felf?  Think  of  your  Covenant  to  be 
In  Ipight  of  Fortune  and  her  Riddle-makers. 

Old.  Why  how  now  Randal!  fad  ?  where’s  Spring- 
love  $ 

Hea.  He’s  ever  in  his  Care.  But  that  I  know 
The  old  Squires  virtue,  I  fhould  think  Springlove 
Were fure his  Ballard.  ,  •. 

V 

I  Ran .  Here’s  his  Money,  Sir. 

I  ‘  •’  1  Ptay 
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I  pray  that  I  be  charg'd  with  it  no  longer. 

The  Devil  and  I  have  ftrain'd  courtefie  thefe  two 
hours  about  it.  I  would  not  be  corrupted  with  the 
truft  of  more  then  is  mine  own,  Mr.  Steward  gave 
it  me.  Sir,  to  order  it  for  the  Beggars .  He  has  made 
me  Steward  of  the  Barn  and  them,  while  he  is  gone 
(hefaies)  a  Journey,  to  furvey  and  meafure  Lands 
abroad  about  the  Countries.  Some  purchafe  I  think 
for  your  Worlhip, 

old.  I  know  his  meafuring  of  Land.  He  is  gone 
his  old  way. 

And  let  him  go.  Am  not  I  merry  Hearty  .<?  (now. 

Hea.  Yes  5  but  not  hearty  merry.  There's  a  whim 
Old .  v  The  Poor's  charge  ftiall  be  mine.  Keep  you 
the  Money  for  him. 

Ran.  Mine  is  the  greater  charge  therf. 

Knew  you  but  my  temptations  and  my  care5 
You  would  difcharge  me  of  it. 

Old.  Ha  ha  ha. 

Ran.  I  have  not  had  it  fo  many  minutes,  as  I  have  < 
been  in  feveral  Minds  about  it  5  and  moft  of  them 
difhoneft. 

Old.  Go  then,  and  give  it  to  one  of  my  Daught¬ 
ers  to  keep  for  Spr  inglove. 

Ran.  O,  I  thank  your  Worfhip —  Exit. 

’  old.  Alafs  poor  knave  !  How  hard  a  tafque  it  is  to 
alter  Cuftome ! 

Hi  a.  And  how  eafie  for  Monie  to  corrupt  it. 

What  a  pure  Treafurer  would  he  make  ! 

Old ,  All  were  not  born  for  weighty  Offices. 

Which  makes  me  think  of  Springlove. 

He  might  have  tane  his  leave  tho\ 

Hea .  I  hope  he's  run  away  with  fome  large  Truft, 
~cW  v*; \  *  •  *  F  •  l  I  never 
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I  never  lik’d  fuch  demure  down-look’d  Fellows. 

Old .  You  are  deceiv'd  in  him. 

Hea.  If  you  be  not  ’tis  well.  But  this  is  from  the 
Covenant. 

old .  Well  Sir.  I  will  be  merry.  I  am  refolv'd 
T o  force  my  Spirit  onely  unto  Mirth. 

Should  I  heare  now,  my  Daughters  were  milled 
Or  run  away,  I  would  not  fend  a  figh 
To  fetch  'em  back. 

Hea.  To’ther  old  Song  for  that. 

Song. 

THere  was  an  old  fellow  at  Waltham  Crofts 
Who  merrily  fang  when  he  liv'd  by  the  Lofi. 

He  never  was  heard  to,(igh  with  Hey-ho : 

But  fent  it  out  with  a  Haigh  trolly  lo. 

He  c  bear'd  up  his  Heart  0w  hen  his  Goods  went  to  wrack, 
With  a  heghm  boy,  heghm,  and  a  Cup  of  old  Sack* 

Old.  Isthatthewayon't  ?  well,  it  fhall  be  mine 

Enter  Randal.  (then. 

Ran .  My  Miftrefles  are  both  abroad.  Sir. 

Old.  How?  fincewhen? 

Ran.  On  foot.  Sir,  two  hours  fince,  with  the  two 
Gentlemen  their  Lovers.  Here's  a  Letter  they  left 
with  the  Butler.  And  there's  a  muttring  in  the 
Houfe. 

old.  I  will  not  reade,  nor  open  it  5  but  conceive 
Within  my  felf  the  worft,  that  can  befal  them  , 

That  they  are  loft  and  no  more  mine.  What  follows? 
That  lam  happy  :  all  my  cares  are  flown. 

The  Counfel  I  anticipated  from 

My  F riend,  {hall  ferve  to  fet  my  Reft  upon 

(With- 
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(Without  all  further  helps)  to  jovial  Mirth  : 

Which  I  will  force  out  of  my  fpleen  fo  freely. 

That  Grief  fball  lofe  her  name,  where  I  have  being  $ 
And  fadnefs,  from  my  furtheft  foot  of  Land, 

While  I  have  life, be  banifh’d.  v.  f 

Hea .  Whats  the  whim  now  >  (month  $ 

Old. My  Tenants  fhal  fit  Rent-free  for  this  twelve- 
And  all  my  fervants  have  their  wages  doubled  3 
And  fo  fhall  be  my  charge  in  Houfe-keeping. 

I  hope  my  friends  will  finde  and  put  me  to’t. 

Hea .  For  them  Ill  be  your  Under takef,  Sir. 

But  this  is  over-done.  I  do  not  like  it. 

Old.  And  for  thy  news,  the  Money  that  thou  haft. 
Is  now  thine  own.  Ill  make  it  good  to  Springlove . 
Be  fad  with  it  and  leave  me.  For  I  tell  thee, 

I’ll  purge  my  houfe  of  ftupid  melancholly.  (me 

Kan.  Ill  be  as  merry  as  the  Charge  that  sunder 
A  confufed  noyfe  within  of  laughing  and finging, ,  and 

one  crying  out.  * 

The  Beggars,  Sir.  Doe  hear  ’em  in  the  Barn? 
old.  Ill  double  their  allowance  too }  that  they 
may 

Double  their  Numbers,  and  increafe  their  Noyfe:, 
Thefe  Bear  not  found  enough:  and  one(me  thought) 
Cri’d  out  among  ’em. 

Ran.  By  a  mod  natural  Caufe.  For  there’s  a  Doxie 
Has  been  in  labour.  Sir.  And  ’tis  their  Cuftome, 
With  fongs  and  fhouts  to  drown  the  woman’s  cries. 
A  Ceremony  which  they  ufe,  not  for 
Devotion,  but  to  keep  off  Notice  of 
The  Work,  they  have  in  hand.  Now  ihe  is  in 
The  draw  it,  feems  $  and  they  are  quiet. 

Hea.  The  draw  !  that’s  very  proper  there.  That’s 
Randal’s  whim.  F  2  Old * 
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Old.  We  will  have  fuch  a  lying  in,  and  fuch 
A  Chriftning  5  fuch  up-fitting  and  Ghoffippi  ng  ! 

I  mean  to  fend  forty  miles  Circuit  at  the  leaffc, 

To  draw  in  all  the  Beggars  can  be  found  3 
And  fuch  Devices  we  will  have  for  jollity, 

As  Fame  {hall  boaft  to  all  Pojlerity. 

Am  I  not  merry  Hearty  ?  hearty  merry  ? 

Hea.  Would  you  were  elfe.  I  fear  this  over-doing. 
Old.  I’ll  do’t  for  expiation  of  a  crime 
That’s  charg’d  upon  my  Cqnfcience  till’t  be  done, 
Hea.  What’s  that?  what  faies  he  > 

Old.  We  will  have  fuch  a  Feftival  ^oneth  on’t, 
Randall - 

Ran.  Sir,  you  may  fpare  the  labour  and  the  coft : 
They’l  never  thank  you  for’t.  They!  not  indure 
A  Ceremony,  that  is  not  their  own, 

Belonging  either  to  the  Childe,  or  Mother. 

A  moneth  Sir  ?  They’l  not  be  detain’d  fo  long 
For  you?  Eftate.  Their  Work  is  done  already  : 

The  Bratling’s  born,  the  Doxey’s  in  the  Strumtnel , 
Laid  by  an  Autum  Mort  of  their  own  Crew, 

That  ferv’d  for  Mid-wife :  and  the  Child-bed  wo- 
Eating  ofhafty  Pudding  for  her  fupper,  (man 
And  the  Child  part  of  it  for  pap 
I  warrant  you  by  this  time  3  then  to  fleep  3 
So  to  rife  early  to  regain  the  ftrength 
By  travail, which  (he  loft  by  travail. 

Hea.  There’s  Randal  again. 

Old.  Can  this  be?  (row 

Ran.  She’l  have  the  Bantling  at  her  back  to  mor- 
That  was  to  day  in  her  belly,  and  march  afoot-back 
with  it.  >...  \ 

Hea .  Art  there  agen,  old  Randal  ? 


Ran . 


The  merry  Beggars. 

Ran.  And  for  their  Ghoffipping  (now  you  are  fo 
nigh  ) 

If  youl  look  ine  I  doubt  not,  but  youl  find  ’em 
At  their  high  Feaft  already. 

Hea.  Pray  let’s  fee  ’em.  Sir. 

Randal  opens  the  Scene *  T he  Beggars  difcovered at 
their  Feajl 0  After  they  have  for  ambled  a  while 
at  their  ViUuals:  This  Song. 

HEreffafe  in  our  Skipper,  let's  cly  off  our  Peck, 

And  bowfe  in  defiance  otti  Harman-beck. 

Here's  Pannum  and  Lap,  and  good  Poplars  of  Yarrum, 
To  fill  up  the  Crib,  and  to  comfort  the  Quarron. 

Now  bowfe  a  round  health  to  the  Go-well andCom-well 
lO/Cifley  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  S trammel. 

Now  bowfe  a  round  health  to  the  Go -well ond  Com -well 
O/Cifley  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  Strummel. 

Here's  Ruffpeck  add  Cafion,  and  all  of  the  bejl , 

And  Scraps  of  the  Dainties  of  Gentry  Cofe’i  Feajl.  . 
Here's  Grunter  *WBleater,  with  Tib  of  the  Buttry, 
And  Margery  Prater,*//  drefi  without fluttry. 

For  all  this  bene  Cribbing  and  Peck  let  us  then , 

Bowfe  a  health  to  the  Gentry  Cofe  of  the  Ken. 

Now  bowfe  *  round  health  to  the  Go-well  and  Corn-well 
O/Cifley  Bumtrincket  that  lies  in  the  Strummel. 

0 Id.  Good  Heaven  how  merry  they  are . 

Hea.  Be  not  you  fad  at  that. 

Old .  Sad  Hearty ,  nounlelsit  be  with  envy 
At  their  full  happinefs.  What  is  an  Eftate  (dom. 
Of  Wealth  and  Power,  ballanc’d  with  their  Free- 

F  3  But 
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Put  a  raeer  load  of  out  ward^eomplement  ? 

When  they  enjoy  the  Fruits  of  rich  Content  > 

Our  Drofs  but  weighs  us  down  into  Defpair, 

While  their  fublimed  fpirits  daunce  i*  th’  Ayr* 

Hea.  I  ha’  not  fo  much  Wealth  to  weigh  me  down, 
Nor  fo  little  (I  thank  Chance)  as  to  daunce  naked. 
Old.  True  my  Friend  Hearty  ,  thou  having  lefle 
then  I,  i  ...  . 

!;  (Of  which  I  boaft  not)  art  the  merrier  man : 

But  they  exceed  thee  in  that  way  fo  far, 

I  That  fhould  I  know, my  Children  now  were  Beggars 
|  (Which  yet  I  will  not  read)  I  muft  conclude, 

I  They  were  not  loft,  nor  I  to  be  agriev’d. 

I  Hea.  If  this  be  madnefs,  ’tis  a  merry  Fit. 

Enter  Patrico.  Many  of  the  Beggars  look-out. 
Patrico.  Toure  out  with  your  Gl after s,  I  fweareby 
the  Ruffin  f 

That  we  are  alfaulted  by  a  quire  Cuffin . 

Ran.  Hold  !  what  d’e  mean,  my  Friends  ?  This  is 
our  Mafter, 

I I  The  Mafter  of  your  Feaft  and  feafting-Houfe. 

I  Pat.  Is  this  the  Gentry  Cofe  ? 

I  AU  the  Beggars.  Lord  blefs  his  Worlhip.  His  good 
j  Worlhip.  Blefs  his  Worlhip. 

I  Exit  Beggars  manet  Pair. 

!  Pat.  Now,  bounteous  Sir,  before  you  go, 

|  Hear  me,  the  Beggar  Patrico  5 
|  Or  Prieft,  if  you  do  rather  chufe, 

I  That  we  no  word  of  Canting  ufe. 

I  Long  may  you  live,  and  may  your  Store 
I  Never  decay,  nor  baulk  the  Poor : 

I  And  as  you  more  in  years  do  gtow. 

May  Treafureto  your  Coffers  flow  3 

And 
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And  may  your  care  no  more  thereon 
Be  fet,  then  ours  are,  that  have  none  : 

But  as  your  Riches  do  increafe. 

So  may  your  hearts  Content  and  Peace. 
And,  after  many,  many  years^ 

When  the  Poor  have  quit  their  Fears 
Of  lofing  you  5  and  that  with  Heaven 
And  all  the  world  you  have  made  even. 
Then  may  your  bleft  Pofterity, 

Age  after  Age  fucceflively, 

Until  the  world  (hall  be  untwin’d 
Inherit  your  Eftate  and  Minde. 

So  fhall  the  Poor  to  the  laft  day. 

For  you,  in  your  fucceffion,  pray. 

Hea.  aTis  a  good  Vote,  Sir  Fatrico  :  but 
too  grave?  Let  us  hear  and  fee  fomething 
merry  Grigs ,  that  can  ling,  play  Gambals, 
Feats. 

Fat .  Sir,  I  can  lay  my  Funftion  by. 

And  talk  as  wilde  and  wantonly 
As  Tom  or  or  Jack^  or  jiH , 

When  they  at  Bowfing  Ken  do  fwilL 
Will  you  therefore  daign  to  hear 
My  Autum  Mort ,  with  throat  as  clear. 

As  was  Dame  Anijjes  of  the  Name  5  ' 

How  fweet  in  Song  her  Notes  fhell  frame, 
That  when  (he  chides,  fs  lowd  is  yawning, 
As  Chanticlere  wak’d  byme  dawning. 

Hea .  Yes,  pray  let  s  hear  her.  What  is 

Fat .  Yes  Sir.  we  of  our  Mini  fiery, 

As  well  as  thofe  oth5  Presbyterie, 

Take  wives  and  defie  Dignitie. 

Hea.  A  learned  Cleark  in  veritie ! 


you  are 
of  your 
and  do 


(wife? 
(he  your 


Exit. 

Enter 


Enter  Patrico  with  his  old  wife ,  with  a  wooden  Bowie 

of  Drinks  she  ft  drunks 
Tat.  %■  Salmon , 1  think  my  Mort  is  in  drink. 

I  findeby  her  ftink,  and  the  pretty  pretty  pink 
Of  her  Neyes,  that  half  wink. 

That  thetipling,Feaft,  with  the  Doxie  in  the-Neaft, 
Hath  turn'd  her  brain,  to  a  merry  merry  vain. 

Mort .  Go  Fiddle  Tatrico ,  and  let  me  fing.  Firft  fet 
me  down  here  on  both  my  Prats.  Gently,  gently,  for 
cracking  of  my  wind,  now  I  muft  ufe  it.  Hem  hem. 

She  (ings.  ■ 

TUft  ft  Bien  Bowfe,  this  ft  Bien  Bowfe, 
loo  little  ft  my  Skew, 
ibowfe  no  Lage,  but  a  whole  Gage 
„  Of  this  ill  bowfe  to  you. 


This  Bowfe  is  better  then  K om-bowfe. 
It  fets  the  Gan  a  gigling  5 
The  Autum-Mort  finds  better  fbort 
Inbowfingthen  in  nigling. 

This  ft  Bien-bowfe  &c. 


She  toffies  off  her  Bowie ,  falls  back 0  and  ft  carried  out. 

Tat.  So  fo :  your  part  is  done—  Exit  with  her 

Hea.  Howfindeyou,  Sir,  your  felf> 

Old.  Wondrous  merry,  my  good  Hearty. 

Enter  Pattrco. 

Tat.  I  wifh  we  had,  in  aiPbur  ftore. 

Something  that  could  pleafeyou  more. 

The  old  or  Autum-Mort' s  a  fleepy  , 

Bnt  before  the  young  ones  creep 
Into  the  ftraw,  Sir,  if  you  are, 

(As  Gallants  fometimes  love  courfe  fare^ 

So 
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(So  it  be  fiefh  and  wholfome  Ware) 

Dofpos’d  to  Doxie,  or  a  Dell> 

That  never  yet  with  man  did  Mell  5 
Of  whom  no  Vpright  man  istafter, 

I’ll  prefent  her  to  you,  Mafter.  '  /  ■ 

old .  Away.  You  would  be  punifli’d,  Oh. 

Hea.  How  is  it  with  you,  Sir  > 
old .  A  fudden  qualm  av,er-chils  my  ftomack.  But 
’twill  away. 

Enter  Daimcers.  ((ports, 

*Vat.  See,  in  their  rags,  then,  dauncing  for  your 
Our  Clapper  Dugeons  and  their  walking  Morts. 

*  .  Dawce . 

Vat .  You  have  done  well.  Now  let  each  Tripper 
Make  a  retreat  into  the  skipper  5 
And  couch  a  Hogs-kead ,  till  the  darkjnans  paft  5 
Then  all  with  Bag  and  Baggage  hing  awaji. 


\ 


>  Exeunt  Beggars . 

Kan .  I  told  you,  Sir,  they  would  be  gone  to  mor- 
I  underftand  their  canting.  (row. 

Old .  T ake  that  amongft  you. —  Gives  Money. 

Vat.  May  rich  Plenty  fo  you  blefs, 

Tho* you  ftill  give, you  ne’re  have lefs.  Exit. 

Hea.  And  as  your  walks  may  lead  this  way  r 
Pray  ftrike  in  here  another  day. 

So  you  may  go*  Sir  Vatrico - 

How  think  you.  Sir  }  or  what  ?  or  why  do  you  think 
at  all,  unlefs  on  Sack  and  Supper-time  ?  go  you  fall 
b  ack  ?  do  you  not  know  the  danger  of  relapfes  > 

Old .  Good  Hearty^ thou  miftak’ft  me.  I  was  think¬ 
ing  upon  this^  Vatrico.  And  that  he  has  more  foule 
then  a  born  Beggar  in  him. 

Hea.  Rogue  enough  though,  to  offer  us  his  what- 

G  d  ecalts? 
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decalts  >  his  Doxies .  Heart  and  a  cup  of  Sack,  do  we 
look  like  old  Beggar-niglers  ) 

Old .  Pray  forbear  that  Language. 

Hea.  Will  you  then  talk  of  Sack.,  that  can  drown 
fighing?  will  you  in3  to  fupper.,  and  take  me  there 
your  Gueft  >  Ormuft  I  creep  into  the  Barn  among 
your  welcome  ones  ? 

old.  You  have  rebuk’d  me  timely  3  and  moft 
friendly.  Exit. 

Hea.  Would  all  were  well  with  him.  Exit . 

Ran.  It  is  with  me. 

For  now  thefe  pounds  are  (as  I  feel  them  fwag) 
Light  at  my  heart,  tho’  heavy  in  the  bag.  Exit. 


.Aaus  Ter  t/ us. 

Vincent  and  Hilliard  in  their  Rags . 

r/V/.TS  this  the  life  that  we  admir’d  in  others. 3  with 
envy  at  their  happinefs} 

Hill.  Pray  let  us  make  vertuous  ufe  of  it :  and  re¬ 
pent  us  of  that  deadly  fin  (  before  a  greatet  punifh- 
ment  then  Famine  and  Lice  fall  upou  us)  by  fleering 
our  courfe  homeward.  Before  Ill  indure  luch  ano¬ 
ther  night - 

Vin.  what  ?  what  wouldft  thou  do  ?  I  would  thy 
Miftris  heard  thee. 

Hi l .  I  hope  fhee  does  not.  For  I  know  there  is  no 
altering  our  courfe  before  they  make  the  fir  ft  mo¬ 
tion. 

Vin.  1s  t  poffible  we  fhould  be  weary  already  ? 
and  before  their  fofter  oonftitutions  or  flefh  and 
blood  l  , 


Hill. 
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„  mil.  They  are  the  ftronger  in  will  it  feeras, 

Enter  Springbve. 

Spr.  H6w  now  Comrades!,  repining  already  at  your 
Fulnefs  of  Liberty  ?  Do  you  complain  of  eafe  > 

Vin.  Eafe  callft  thou  it  ?  Didft  thou  deep  to 
night  ?  \ 

Spr .  Not  fo  well  thefe  x8  moneths  I  fwear  5  (nice 
my  laft  walks. 

"Hill.  Lightning  and  Tempeft  is  out  of  thy  Lctany. 
Could  not  the  thunder  wake  thee  ? 

Spr .  Ha  ha  ha. 

*  Vin.  Nor  the  noife  of  the  Crnv  in  the  Quarter  by 
us?,  *  * 

Hill.  Nor  the  Hogs  in  the  hovel, that  cri’d  till  they 
*  drown’d  the  noife  of  the  winde  ? 

If  I  could  but  once  ha'  dreamt  in  all  my  former 
nights,  that  fuch  an  afflidion  could  have  been  found 
among  Beggars ,  fure  I  ftiould  never  have  traveled  to 
the  proof  -on’t.  • 

Pin.  We  look'd  upon  them  in  their  Jollity,  and 
call  no  further.  . 

Hill.  Nor  did  that  onely  draw  us  forth  (  by  your 
favour  Vince)  but  our  obedience  to  our  Loves, which 
wemuft  fufter,  till  they  cry  home  agem  Are  they 
not  weary  yet, as  much  as  we  doft  think  SpringloveZ 
Spr .  They  have  more  moral  underftanding  then 
fo.  They  know  (and  fo  may  you)  this  is  your  Birth- 
night  into  anew  world.  And  we  all  know  (or*have 
been  told)  that  all  come  crying  into  the  World, 
when  the  whole  World  of  Plealiires  is  before  us. 
The  World  it  felf  had  ne'r  been  glorious,  had  it  not 
firftbeen  a  confufed  Chaos . 

Vin.  Well :  never  did  Knight  Errant s  in  all  Ad- 
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ventures,  merit  more  of  their  Ladies,  then  we  Beg\ 
gar -err ants  or  errant  Beggars,  do  in  ours, 

Spr.  The  greater  will  be  your  Reward,  Think 
upon  that.  And  (hew  no  manner  of  diftafte  to  turn 
their  hearts  from  you.  Y  are  undone  then. 

Hi//.  Are  they  ready  to  appear  out  of  their  privy 
Lodgings,  in  the  Pigs  Palaee  of  pleafure  ?  Are  they 
coining  forth  ? 

Spr.  I  left  ’em  almoft  ready,  fitting  on  their  Pads 
of  draw,  helping  to  drefs  each  others  heads  (The 
ones  eye  is  the  tothers  Looking-glafs)  with  the  pret¬ 
tied:  coyle  they  keep  to  fit  their  fancies  in  the  moft 
graceful  way  of  wearing  thdr  new  Dreffings,  that 
you  would  admire. 

Fin.  I  hope  we  areas  gracefully  fet  out.  Are  we 

not  ? 


Spr .  Indiftcrent  well. But  will  you  fall  topradife ? 
Let  me  hear  how  you  can  Mannd  when  you  meet 
with  Pafl'engers.  v 

Hill.  We  do  not  look  like  men,  I  hope,  too  good 
to  learn. 

Spr.  Suppofe  fomePerlbns  of  Worth  or  Wealth 
palling  by  now.  Note  me.  Good  your  good  Wor¬ 
ship,  your  Charity  to  the  Poor,  that  will  duly  and 
truly  pray  for  you  day  and  night. — 

Vin.  Away  you  idle  Rogue,  you  would  be  fet  to 
work  and  whipt— 

Spr^.  That  islameandficks  hungry  and  comfort- 
lefs — 


Vin.  If  you  were  well  ferv’d — 

Spr.  And  even  to  blefs  you  and  reward  you  for 


it — 


BiIL  Prethee  hold  thy  peace  (here  be  doleful 

Notes 
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Notes  indeed)  and  leave  us  to  our  own  Genius .  If  we 
tpuft  beg,  let’s  let  it  go, as  it  comes,  by  Infpiration.  1  ' 
love  not  your  fet  form  of  Begging. 

Spr*.  Let  me  inftrud  ye  tho*. 

Enter  Kachel  and  Meriel  in  Rags. 

Ra.  Have  a  qare,  good  .Meriel,  what  hearts  or 
limbs  foever  we  have,  and  tho’  never  fo  feeble,  let 
us  fet  our  beft  faces  on’t,  and  laugh  our  laft  gafp  out 
before  we  difcover  any  diflike,or  wearinefs  to  them. 
Let  us  bear  it  out,  till  they  complain  firft,  and  beg 
to  carry  us  home  a  pick  pack* 

filer.  1  am  forely  furbated  with  hoofing  already 
tho’,  and  fo  crupper-crampt  with  our  hard  lodging, 
and  fo  bumfidled  with  the  ftraw,  that — 

Ra.  Think  noton’t.  I  am  mimm’d  i’the  bum  and 
fhoulders  too  a  little.  And  have  found  the  difference 
between,  a  hard  floor  with  a  little  ftraw,  and  a  down 
Bed  with  a  Quilt  upon’t.  But  no  words,  nor  a  fowre 
look  I  prethee. 

Bill .  O  here  they-  come  now  5  Madam  Fetecloaths, 
and  my  Lady  Bonny  ragr 
•  Fin..  Peace,  they  fee  us. 

Ra.  Mer.  I^a  ha  ha. 

Vin.  We  are  glad  the  Objeft  plcafes  ye. 

Rai  So  do’s  the  Sub  je£t.  #  ' 

Now  you  appear  the  glories  of  the  Spring, 

Darlings  of  Vhcebus  and  the  Somers  heirs. 

Hill.  How  fairer,  then  faire  Floras  felf  appear 
(To  deck  the  Syxmg)  Diana's ^ Darlings  dear  ! 

O  let  us  not  eon-like  be  ftrook 
(With  greedy  eyes  while  we  prefume  to  look 
On  your  half  nakednefs,  fince  courteous  rags 
Cover  the  reft)  into  the  fhape  'of  Stags. 

G  3  Kta. 
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Ra .  Mer.  Ha  ha  ha—  Wee  are  glad  you  are  To 

merry.  , 

Vin.  Merry  and  lufty  too.  This  night  will  we  lye 
togither  as  well  as  the  proudeft  Couple  in  the  Barn. 
Bill.  And  fo  will  we*  I  can  hold  out  no  longer. 

Ra.  Do’s  the  ftraw  ftir  up  your  flefh  to’t,  Gentle¬ 
men? 

Mer.  Or  do's  your  Provender  prick  you  ? 

Spr.  What  !  do  we  come  for  this  ?  laugh  and  lye 
~  down 

When  your  bellies  are  full.  Remember,  Ladies, 

You  have  not  begd.yet,  to  quit  your  Dejliny  : 

But  have  liv’d  hitherto  oh  my  endeavours. 

Who  got  your  fuppers,  pray,  laft  mgbt,but  I  ? 
Ofdainty  Trencher- Fees, from  a  Gentlemans  houfe; 
Such  as  the  Serving-men  themfelves,  fometimes, 
Would  have  been  glad  of.  And  this  morning  now, 
What  comfortable  Chippings  and  fweet  Buttermilk 
Had  you  to  Breakfaft  ! 

Ra.  O-’twas  excellent !  I  feel  it  good  ftill^here.^ 
Mer.  There  was  a  brown  Cruft  amongft  it,  that 
has  made  my  neck  fo  white  me  thinks.  Is  it  not  Ra¬ 
chel?  -  4 


Ra.  Yes.  Youga’me  noneon’t.  You  ever  covet 
to  have  all  the  Beauty. 

"Tis  the  ambition  of  all  younger  Sifters: 

Vin.  They  arepleasd,and  never  like  to  be  weary. 
Bill.  No  more  muft  we,  if  wee’l  fye  theirs. 

Spr.  Peace.  Here  come  Paflengers.  Forget  not 
your  Rules  5  and  quickly  difperfe  your  felves ,  and 
fall  to  your  Calling — 

Enter. two  Gentlemen. 

i.  Lead  the  Hones  down  the  Hill.  The  heat  of 
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our  fpeed  is  over.,  for  we  have  loft  our  Journoy, 

2.  Had  they  taken  this  way5  we  had  overtaken 
’em.,  or  heard  of  'em  at  leaft. 

1.  Butfomeof  our  Scouts  will  light  on ’em.,  the 
whole  Countrey  being  overfpread  with  'em. 

2 .  There  was  never  fuch  an  efcape  elfe. 

Fin.  A  fearch  for  us  perhaps.  Yet  I  know  not 
theirs  nor  they  me3  Iamfure.  I  might  the  better 
beg  of  ’em.  But  how  to  begin,  or  fetthe  worft  leg 
forwards^  would  I  werewhipt  if  I  know  now. 

1.  That  a  young  Gentlewoman  of  her  breedings 
and  Heire  to  fu£h  an  Eftate,  fhould  flie  from  fo  great 
a  Match,  and  run  away  with  her  Uncles  Cleark  ! 

2.  The  okTjuftice  will  run  mad  upon’ 1 1  fear. 

Fin .  if  i  were  to  bdhaugd  now3  I  could  not  beg 

for  my  life.  . 

Spr.  Stepforwards.,  and  beg  handfomly.  Ill  fei 
my  Goad  i’  your  breech  elfe. 

Fin.  What  (hall  I  fay  ?  ’  ■ 

Spr .  Have  I  nottoldyou?  now  begin.  ^  . 

Fin.  After  you,  good  Sprmglove. 

Spr .  Good,  y  our  good  Wovfiips.—- 

1.  Away  you  idle  Vagabond-— 

Spr. '  Four  FF’orjhips  Charity  to  a  foore  Crytur  rpelly 
flarvd.  *  ;  -  .  ' 

.  Fin.  7hat  will  duly  andtru7yprea  for  fee. 

2.  You  count  erf et  Villains.,  hence. 

Spr.  Good  Majlers-  fweet  IVorJhip ,  for  the  tender  mer- 

cr  °f— 

Fin .  Duly  and  truly  prea  for  you. 
i.  You  would  be  well  whipt  and  fet  to  work,  ifT 
you  were  duly  and  truly  ferv’d. 

Fin.  Did  not  I  fay  fo  before  >  r 

Iv"  '  \  '  '  ’  •  '  *pr- 
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Spr.  Good  Worfhipful  Majiers  fVcrJJJp  ,  to  bejiow 
your  Charity ,  ana—*-  to  maintains  your -  health  and 
Limbs . 

F/tf.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  yon* 

2.  Be  gone, 1  fay,  you  impudent  lufty  young  Raf- 
cals. 


1 .  I'll  fet  you  going  elfe.  Switch  'em. 

Spr .  the  goodnefs  of  companion  to  foften  your 

hearts  to  the  poor. 

Vin.  Oh  the  Devjl,  muft  not  we  beat  em  now  ? 
fteth—  # 

Spr.  Nor  fhew  an  angry  look  for  all  the  (kin  of 
our  backs.  Ah  the  fweetnefs  of  that  mercy  that  gives 
to  all,  to  move  your  compaflion  to  the  hungry, when’ 
it  fhall  feem  good  unto  you,  and  night  and  day  to 
blefs  all  that  you  have.  Ah  ah— 

*  2.  Come  back  firrah.  His  Patience  and  Humility 
has  wrought  upon  me. 

Vin.  Duly  and — 

2.  Not  you  firrah.  The  t'other.  You  look  like  a 

fturdy  Rogue.  -  * 

Spr.  Lord  blefs  you  Mafters  Worftiip. 

I  2.  There's  a  half-penny  for  you.  Let  him  have 

!  no  Ihare  with  you. 

Vin.  I  (hall  never  thrive  o’  this  Trade. 
lj  i .  They  are  of  a  Fraternity,  and  will  (hare,  I  war- 

rant  you. 

Spr.  Never  in  our  lives  trooly.  He  never  begg’d 
with  me  before.  v  ^  ;  r 

|  i.  But  if  Hedges  or  Hen-roofts  could  fpeak,  you 

I  might  be  found  fharers  in  Pillage,  I  believe. 

I  Spr.  Never  faw  him  before,blefs  you  good  Matter, 

!j  in  all  my  life.  (Beg  for  your  felf.  Your  Credit's 
I  •  :  >\  ’  "  C  '  gone 
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gone  e!fe.3  Good  Hearn  to  blijfe  and  proper  yea.  Exit. 

2.  Why  doft  thou  follow  us  ?  Is  it  your  office  to 
be  pr ivie  to  our  talk? 

:  Vin.  Sir,  I  befeech  you  hear  me.  (  S' life  what  Jhall  I 
fay  ?  )  I  am  a  Ji ranger  in  thefe  parts ,  and  defiitute  of 
Means  and  Apparel.  > 

1.  So  me  thinks.  And  what  o’  that  ? 

Vin.  Will  you  therefore  be  pleas'd,  as  you  are  worthy 
Gentlemen,  and  blejl  with  plenty — 

2.  This  is  Courtly  ! 

\  Vin.  Out  of  your  abundant  fore,  towards  my  relief  in 
extream  necejjity.,  to  furni/h  me  with  a  fmaU parcel  of 
Money —  five  or  fix  peeves,  or  ten,  if  you  can  prefently 
fare  it. 

1.  2.  Stand  off.  Draw . 

*  Vin.  I  have  fpoil’d  all  5  and  know  not  how  to  beg 
otherwife. 

w  1 .  Here’s  a  new  way  of  begging  ! 

,  Vin.  Quite  run  out  of  my  Inftruftions.  '  * 

2.  Some  High- way  Theef  o’  my  confcience,  that 
forgets  he  is  weaponlefs. 

Vin.  Onely  to  make  you  merry,  Gentlemen,  at 
my  unskiffulnefs  in  my  new  Trade.  I  have  been  an¬ 
other  man  i’  my  daies.  So  I  kifs  your  hands.  Exit. 

1 .  With  your  heels  do  you  ? 

2.  It  had  been  good  to  have  apprehended  the 
Rakefhame.  There  is  fome  myfterie  in  his  Rags.But 
let  him  go. 

r  ,  ,  ' 

Enter  Oliver,  putting,  up  his  fword. 

Ol.  You  found  your  legs  in  time,  I  had  made  you 
halt  for  fomething  elfe. 

1.  Mafter  Oliver,  well  return’d  5  what’s  the  mat¬ 
ter,  Sir?  H  oL 


oL  Why,  Sir,  a  counterfeit  lame  Rogue  beg  'd  of 
me  5  but  in  fitch  Language,  the  high  Sheriffs  Son  o’ 
the  Shire  could  not  have  fpoke  better }  nor  to  have 
borrowed  a  greater  fumme.  (  He  afk'd  me  if  I  could 
fpare  him  ten  or  twenty  pound.)  I  Twitch'd  him,  his 
Cudgel  was  up.  I  drew,and  into  the  Wood  he  fcap'd 
me,  as  nimbly™  But  firft  he  told  me,  I  fhould  heare 
from  him  by  a  Gentleman,  to  require  fatisfa&ion  of 
me. 

2.  We  had  fuch  another  beg’d  of  us.  The  Court 
goes  a  begging,  I  think. 

1.  Dropt  through  the  Clouds,  I  think  5  morels 
eifers  travailing  to  Hell,  that  beg  by  the  way.  Met 
you  no  news  of  your  Kinfwoman,  Miftris  Amie  ? 

OL  No.  What's  the  matter  with  her  ?  Goes  her 
Marriage  forwards  with  young  Matter  Talboy?  I  haft-- 
en'd  my  Journey  from  London  to  be  at  the  Wed¬ 
ding. 

2.  T'was  to  ha5  bin  yefterday  morning  5  all  things 
in  readinefs  prepar'd  for  it.  But  the  Bride,  ftolneby 
your  Father's  CIeark,is  dipt  away.  We  were  in  queft 
of 'em,  and  fo  are  twenty  more,  feveral  waies. 

OL  Such  young  Wenches  will  have  their  owne 
waies  in  their  own  loves,  what  Matches  foever  their 
Guardians  make  for  'em.  And  I  hope  my  Father  .will 
not  follow  the  Lawfo  clofe  to  hang  his  Cleark  for 
ftealing  his  Ward  with  her  own  confent.  It  may 
breed  fuch  a  grudg,  may  caufe  fome  Clearks  to  hang 
their  Matters,  that  have 'em  o'  the  hip  of  injuftice. 
Befides,  Martin  (though  he  be  his  fervantj  is  a  Gen¬ 
tleman.  But,  indeed,  the  miferableft  Rafcal  !  He 
will  grudge  her  Meat  when  he  has  her. 

1.  Tour  Father  is  exceedingly  troubled  at  their 

’  *  efcape. 
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efcape.  I  wifh  that  you  may  qualifie  him  with  your 
Reafons. 

ol.  But  what  faies  Talboy  to  the  matter3the  Bride- 
groom.,  that  (hould  ha’  been  > 

2.  Marry  he  faies  little  to  the  purpofe  5  but  cries 
outright. 

Ol.  I  like  him  well  for  that :  He  holds  his  humour. 
A  miferable  wretch  too,  tho’  rich.  I  ha'  known  him 
cry  when  he  has  loft  but  three  (hillings  at  Mum- 
chance.  But,  Gentlemen,  keep  on  your  way  to  com¬ 
fort  my  Father.  I  knowfomeof  his  Mans  private 
haunts  about  the  Countrey  here,  which  I  will  fearch 
immediately. 

1.  We  will  accompany  you,  if  you  pleafe. 

Ol.  No,  by  no  means:  That  will  be  too  pub* 
lique. 

2.  Do  your  pleafure.  Exit  1.2* 

Ol.  My  pleafure,  and  all  the  fearch  that  I  intend, 

is,  by  hovering  here,  to  take  a  review  of  a  brace  of 
the  handfomeft  Beggar -hr aches  that  ever  grac'd  a 
Ditch  or  a  Hedge  fide.  I  paft  by  'em  in  haft, but  fom- 
thing  fopofleffes  me,  that  I  muft—-  What  the  Devil 
muft  I  ?  A  Beggar  ?  Why,  Beggars  are  flefh  and  bloud* 
and  Rags  are  no  Difeales.  Their  Lice  are  no  French 
Fleas.  And  there  is  much  wholfommer  flefh  under 
Country  Dirt,  than  City  Painting  :  And  lefs  danger 
in  Dirt  and  Raes,  than  in  Cerufc  and  Sattin.  I  durft 
not  take  a  touch  at  London  ^  both  for  the  prefen  t  coft, 
and  fear  of  an  after-reckoning.  But  Oliver ,  doft  thou 
(peak  like  a  Gentleman  >  fear  Price  or  Pox,ha\>  Mar¬ 
ry  do  I  Sir :  Nor  can  Beggar-Jport  be  inexcufable  in  a 
young  Country  Gentleman,  fhort  of  means,  for  ano¬ 
ther  refped ,  a  principal  one  indeed  $  to  avoid  the 

H  2  punilk- 
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punifhment  or  charge  of  Baftardy  :  There’s  no  com¬ 
muting  withthem^  or  keeping  of  Children  for  them. 
The  poor  Whores,  rather  than  part  with  their  own, 
or  want  children  at  all,  will  fteal  other  folks,  to  tra¬ 
vel  with,  and  move  compaffion.  He  feeds  a  Beggar- 
wench  well  that  fils  her  belly  with  young  bones.  And 
thefe  reafons  confidered,  good  Mafter  Oliver — -  slid 
yonder  they  are  at  peep.  And  now  fitten  downe  as 
waiting  for  my  purpofe.  Ent.  Vine.  Heart 
here’s  another  delay.  I  mud  fhift  him.  Doft  heare 
honeft  poor  fellow  ?  I  prethee  go  back  prefently  : 
and  at  the  hill  foot  (here’s  fixpence  for  thy  paines^) 
thou  (halt  finde  a  Footman  with  a  Horfe  in  his  hand. 
Bid  him  wait  there.  His  Mafter  will  come  prefently, 
fay.  • 

Vitt .  Sir ,  I  have  a  bufinefs  of  another  nature  to 
you.  Which  (as  I  prefume  you  are  a  Gentleman  of 
right  Noble  Spirit  and  Hefolution)  you  will  receive 
without  offence  3  and  in  that  temper  as  moft  proper¬ 
ly  appertains  to  the  moft  Heroick^nztmes. 

OL  Thy  Language  makes  me  wonder  at  thy  Per- 
ion.  What’s  the  matter  with  thee  )  quickly. 

Yin.  You  may  be  pleas’d  to  call  to  minde  a  late 
affront,  which,  in  your  heat  of  paffion  ,  you  gave  a 
Gentleman. 

0/.  What,  fucha  one  as  thou  art,  was  he  ? 

Vin.  True  noble  Sir.  Who  could  no  lefs  in  Ho¬ 
nour,  then  direft  me,  his  chofen  Friend ,  unto  you, 
with  the  length  of  his  Sword,  or  to  take  the  length 
of  yours.  The  place  ,  if  you  pleafe,  the  Ground 
whereon  you  parted  5  the  houre,feven  the  next  mor¬ 
ning  :  Or,  if  you  like  not  thefe ,  in  part,  or  all,  to 
make  your  own  appointments. 


oh 
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Ol.  The  bra veft  Method  in  Beggars^  thar  ever  was 
difcovered!  I  would  be  upon  the  bones  of  this  Rogue 
now,  but  for  croffing  my  other  defigne  ?  which  fires 
me.  I  muft  therefore  be  rid  of  him  on  any  terms.Let 
his  owne  Appointments  ftand.  Tell  him  Ill  meet 
him. 

Vin.  You  (hall  moft  nobly  ingage  his  life  toferve 
you.,  Sir. 

Ol.  You’ll  be  his  Second,  will  you? 

Vin.  To  do  you  further  Service^Sir,  I  have  under¬ 
taken  it. 

Ol.  Ill  fend  a  Beadle  {hall  undertake  you  both. 

Vin.  Your  Mirth  becomes  the  bravery  of  your 
minde  and  dauntlefs  Spirit.  So  takes  his  leave  your 
Servant,  Sir. 

Ol.  I  think;,  as  my  Friend  faid,  the  Court  goes 'a 
begging  indeed.  But  I  muft  not  lofe  my  Beggar- wen¬ 
ches.  Enter  Rachel  and  Mericl. 

Oh  here  they  come.  They  are  delicately  skin’d 
and  limb'd.  There.,  there.,  I  faw  above  the  ham  as 
the  wind  blew.  Now  they  fpieme. 

Ra.  Sir  5  I  befeech  you  look  upon  us  with  the  fa¬ 
vour  of  a  Gentleman.  We  are  in  a  prefent  diftrefs3 
and  utterly  unacquainted  in  thefe  parts  5  and  there¬ 
fore  forc’d  by  the  Calamity  of  our  rnif-fortune  .,  to 
implore  the  Courtefie.,  or  rather  Charity.,  ofthofeto 
whom  we  are  ftrangers.  Ol.  Very  fine.,  this ! 

Mer.  Be  therefore  pleas’d  .,  right  noble  Sir  5  not 
onely  valuing  us  by  our  outward  Habits,  which  can¬ 
not  but  appear  loathfom  or  defpicable  unto  you^but 
as  we  are  forlorn  Chriftians  5  and,  in  that  eftimati- 
on3  be  compaffionately  moved  to  caft  a  handful  or 
two  of  your  Silver.,  or  a  few  of  your  Golden  Pieces 

H3  unto 
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unto  u$,  to  furnifti  us  with  Linen,  and  fomc  decent 

Habilliments™. 

Ol.  They  beg  as  high  as  the  Man-beggar  I  met 
withal !  fure  the  Beggars  are  all  mad  today,  or  be¬ 
witched  into  a  Language  they  under ftand  not.  The 
fpirits  of  fome  decay'd  Gentry  talk  in  'em  fure. 

Ra.  May  we  expert  a  gracious  Anfwer  from  you 

Mer .  And  that  as  you  can  wifli  our  Virgine  Pray¬ 
ers  to  be  propitious  for  you. 

Ra.  Thatyou  never  be  deny’d  a  Suit  by  any  Mi- 
ftrifs. 

Mer .  Nay,  that  the  faireft  may  be  ambitious  to 
place  their  favours  on  you. 

Ra.  That  your  Virtue  and  Valour  may  lead  you 
to  the  molt  honourable  Adions  5  and  that  the  Love 
of  all  exquifite  Ladies  may  arm  you. 

Mer.  And  that,  when  you  pleafe  to  take  a  wife, 
may  Honour,  Beauty,  and  Wealth,  contend  to  en¬ 
dow  her  molt  with. 

Ra.  And  that  with  her  you  have  a  long  and  pro- 
fpcrous  life. 

Mer.  A  faire  and  fortunate  Pofterity. 

Ol.  This  exceeds  all  that  ever  I  heard,  and  ftrikes 
me  into  wonder.  Pray  tell  me  how  long  have  you 
been  Beggars  $  or  how  chanc’d  you  to  be  fo  ? 

Ra.  By  influence  of  our  Stars,  Sir. 

Mer .  We  were  born  to  no  better  fortune. 

Ol.  How  came  you  to  talk  thus ,  and  fo  much  a- 
bove  the  Beggars  Dialed  ? 

Ra.  Our  (peech  came  naturally  to  us, and  we  ever 
lov’d  to  learn  by  wrote  as  well  as  we  could. 

Mer •  And  to  be  ambitious  above  the  vulgar ,  to 

afk 
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afke  more  then  common  Alms3  what  ere  men  pleafe 
to  give  us. 

ol.  Sure  Tome  well  difpofed  Gentleman ,as  my  felf^ 
got  thefe  Wenches.  They  are  too  well  growne  to  be 
mine  owne5  and  I  cannot  be  inceftuous  with  'em. 

Ra .  Pray  Sir  your  noble  bounty . 

Ol .  What  a  tempting  lip  that  little  Rogue  moves 
there !  and  what  an  inticing  eye  the  ’tother.  I  know 
not  which  to  begin  with*  What’s  this  a  flea  upon  thy 
bofome  ? 

Mer.  Is  it  not  a  ftraw  colour’d  one.,  Sir  ? 

Ol.  O  what  a  provoking  skin  is  there !  that  very 
touch  inflames  me. 

Ra.  Sir ,  are  you  mov'd  in  charity  towards  us  yet  ? 

Ol  .Mov’d?  I  am  mov’d.  No  flelh  and  blood  more 
mov’d. 

Mer.  7 hen  fray  Sir your  Benevolence. 

Ol.  Benevolence?  which  (hall  I  be  benovolent  to-> 
or  which  firft  ?  I  am  puffell’d  in  the  chpice.  Would 
fome  fworne  Brother  of  mine  were  here  to  draw  a 
Cut  with  me. 

Ra.  Sir,  Noble  Sir. 

Ol.  Firft  let  me  tell  you3  Damfels ,  I  am  bound  by  a 
ftrong  vow  to  kiffe  all  of  the  woman  fex  I  meet  this 
morning. 

Mer.  Beggars  and  all  Sir? 

Ol.  All.,  all.  Let  not  your  coyneflc  crofs  a  Gentle¬ 
mans  vow,  Ibefeech  you — 

RaK  You  will  tell  now. 

Ol.  Tell  quoth  a  !  I  could  tell  a  thoufand  on  thofe 
Lips— and  as  many  upon  thole.  What  life  rcfto- 
ring  breaths  they  have !  Milke  from  the  Cow  fteams 
not  fo  fweetly.  I  muft  lay  one  of ’em  aboard}  both  if 
my  tackling  hold. 

Ra. 
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Ra .  Mw.  Sir.  Sir.  ^  - 

Ol  But  how  to  bargain,  now,  will  be  the  doubt. 
They  that  beg  fo  high  as  by  the  handfulls,  may  ex- 
ped  for  price  aboye  the  rate  of  good  mens  wives. 

Ra.  Now^  will you^  Sir ,  be  pleas'd  $ 

Ol.  With  all  my  hearty  Sweetheart.  And  I  am 
glad  thou  knoweft  my  minde.  Here  is  twelve-pence 
a  peece  for  you.  _  •  * 

Ra.  Me.  We  thank  you,  Sir. 
ol.  That’s  but  in  earneft.  Ill  Jeft  away  the  reft 
with  yce.  Look  here— All  this.  Come,  you  know 
my  meaning.  Doll:  thou  look  about  thee.  Sweet  lit¬ 
tle  One  ?  I  like  thy  care.  There’s  nobody  coming. 
But  well  get  behind  thefe  Bullies.  I  know  you  keep 
each  others  Counfels— — Mull:  you  be  drawn  to’t? 
Then  Ill  pull.  Come  away — 

Ra.  Me.  Ah  ah — 

Enter  Spr  in  glove ,  Vincent ,  Hilliard. 

Vin.  Let’s  beat  his  byains  out. 
ol.  Come  leave  your  fquealing. 

Ra.  O  you  hurt  my  hand. 

Bill*  Or  cut  the  Lechers  throat. 

Spr.  Would  you  be  hang’d?  Stand  back.  Let  me 


alone..  . 

Mer.  Youfhallnot  pull  us  fo. 

Spr.  O  do  not  hurt ’em,  Mafter. 

Ol.  Hurt  ’em  ?  I  meant  ’hem  but  too  well.  Shall  I 
be  fo  prevented  ? 

Spr.  They  be  but  young  and  fimple.  And  if  they 
have  offended,  let  not  your ,  Worftiips  own  hands 
drag ’em  to  the  Law,  or  carry  ’em  to  Punifhment. 
Corred.’em  not  your  {elf.  It  is  the  Beadles  Office. 

Ol.  Do  you  talk  Shake-rag  :  Heart  yond’s  more 


F  r  *lhe  merry  Beggar/'* 

of  cm.  Ifhallbe  Beggar-mawl’d  if  I  ftay.  Thou 
Ciifc  right,  hoiieft  fellow,  there’s  a  Teller  for  thee. 

Exit,  running. 

Fin.  He  is  prevented  and  afham’d  of  his  purpofe. 

Spr.  Nor  were  we  to  take  notice  of  his  purpofe 
more  than  to  prevent  it. 

Hill.  True,  politique  Springhve,  ’twas  better  his 
Own  fear  quit  us  of  him,  than  our  force. 

Ra.  Look  you  here,  Gentlemen,  twelvepence  a 
peece. 

Mer,  Befides  fair  offers  and  large  promifes.  What 
ha’  you  got  to  day,  Gentlemen  ? 

Fin.  More  then  (as  we  are  GentlemenJ)  we  would 
have  taken. 

Hil.  Yet  we  put  it  up  in  your  Service. 

Ra.  Mer.  Ha  ha  ha.  Switches  and  kicks.  Ha  ha 
ha - 

Spr.  Talk  not  here  of  your  gettings.  We  muft  quit 
this  Quarter.  The  eager  Gentlemans  repulfe  may 
arm  and  return  him  with  revenge  upon  us.  We  muft 
therefore  leap  Hedge  and  Ditch  now  5  through  the 
Briers  and  Myres,  till  we  fcape  out  of  this  Libertie, 
to  our  next  Rendevous $  where  we  fhall  meet  the 
Crew ,  and  then,  hay  tojfi  and  laugh  all  night. 

Mer.  As  we  did  laft  night. 

Ra.  Holdout,  Alev  id. 

Mer.  Lead  on,  brave  Generali.  to  Spr. 

Fin.  What  fhall  we  do  ?  They  are  in  heart  ftill. 
Shall  we  go  on  ? 

Hill.  There’s  no  flinching  back, you  fee. 

Spr.  Befides,  if  you  beg  no  better  then  you  begin, 
in  this  lofty  Falhion,  you  cannot  fcape  the  Jayle,  or 
the  whip,  long. 

Vin. 
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tin.  T o  tell  you  true,  ’tis  not  the  leaft  of  my  pur- 
pofe,  to  work  means  for  our  difcovery,to  be  releas'd 
out  of  our  Trade. 

Enter  Martin  and  Amie  in  poor  Habits. 

Spr.  Stay,  here  come  more  Paflengers.  Single 
your  felves  agen,  and  fall  to  your  Calling  difereetly. 

Hill.  I'll  Angle  no  more.  If  you!  beg  in  full  cry 
I  am  for  you. 

Mer.  I  that  will  be  fine  3  let's  charm  all  together* 

Spr.  Stay  firft  and  lift  a  little. 

Mar.  Be  of  good  cheer  ,  Sweetheart,  we  have 
fcap’d  hitherto  :  And  I  believe  that  all  the  Search  is 
now  retir’d,  and  we  may  fafely  pafTe  forwards. 

Am,  Ifhouldbefafewith  thee.  But  that’s  amoft 
lying  Proverb,that  faies,  Where  Love\$^  there’s  no 
Lack.  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  travail  further  without 
Meat  3  and  if  you  lov’d  me,  you  would  get  me  feme. 

Mar.  We’ll  venter  at  the  next  Village  to  call  for 
fome.  Thebeftis,  we  want  no  Money. 

Am.  We  ihall  be  taken  then,  I  fear.  I’ll  rather 
pine  to  death. 

Mar.  Be  not  fo  fearfull.  Who  can  know  us  in 
thefe  Clownifh  Habits } 

Am.  Our  Cloaths,indeed,  are  poor  enough  to  beg 
with.  Would  I  could  beg,  fo  it  were  of  Strangers 
that  could  not  know  me3  rather  then  buy  of  thofe 
that  would  betray  us. 

Mar.  And  yonder  be  fome  that  can  teach  us. 

Spr.  Thefe  are  the  young  couple  of  Run-away 
Lovers  difguiz’d  ,  that  the  Country  is  fo  laid  for. 
Obferve  and  follow  now*  Nova  the  Lord  to  come  with 
ye0  good  loving  Majler  and  Mayjlrejje ,  your  blejfed Cha¬ 
rity  to  the  poor0  lame  and  Jick l0  weak,  and  comfortlcjfe , 
that  will  night  and  day —  ML 
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All.  Dufy  and  truly  fray  for  you.  Duly  and  truly  pray 
for  you. 

Spr.  Pray  hold  your  peace,  and  let  me  alone.  Good 
young  Mafter  and  little  Comfort  amongjl  us  all , 

and  to  blefteyou  where  ere you  go ,  and 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.  Duly  and  truly  ~  - 

Spr .  Pray  do  notufe  me  thus.  Now  Jweet  young 
Majier  and  Miftris ^  to  look^  upon  your  Poor ,  that  have 
no  relief  or  fuccour ,  no  bread  to  put  in  our  heads. 

Vin.  Wouldft  thou  put  Bread  in  thy  Braines? 
'No  Lands  or  Livings . 

*  Spr.  NoHoufenor  home  3'  nor  covering  from  the 
cold  3  no  health ,  no  help  but  your  Jweet  Charity . 
Mer.  No  Bands  or  Shirts  but  lowjle  on  our  backs. 
Hil.  No  fmocks  or  Petticoats  to  hide  our  Scratches. 
b£<;  Ra.  No  Shooes  to  our  Legs0  or  Hofe  to  our  Feet. 
Vin.  No  skin  to  our  Flejh ,  nor  Fief 3  to  our  Bones 
fdortly. 

Bill.  If  we  follow  the  Devil  that  taught  us 
to  beg. 

All.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

Spr.  Ill  run  away  from  you  if  you  beg  a  ftroak 
more.  Good  worjhipfull  Mafter  and  Mifleres — 

Mar.  Good  Friend  forbear.  Here  is  no  Mafter  or 
Miftris.  We  are  poor  Folks.  Thou  feeft  no  Wor- 
fhip  upon  our  backs,  I  am  fure.  And  for  within,  we 
want  as  much  as  you,  and  would  as  willingly  beg,  if 
we  knew  how  as  well. 

Spr.  Alack  for  pitty.  You  may  have  enough. 
And  what  I  have  is  yours,  if  you’ll  accept  it.  ’Tis 
wholfome  Food  from  a  good  Gentlemans  Gate- 
Alas  good  Miftris-—  Much  good  do  your  heart. 
How  favourly  Ihe  feeds ! 

I  2 
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Mar.,  What  do  you  mean^to  poyfon  your  felf? 

Am.  Do  you  fhew  Love  in  grudging  me  ? 

Mar.  Nay,  if  you  think  it  hurts  you  not,  fall  too. 
I’ll  not  beguile  you.  And  here, mine  Hoft,fomething 
towards  your  Reckoning. 

Am.  This  Beggar  is  an  Angell  fure  ! 

Spr.  Nothing  by  way  of  bargain,  gentle*  Matter. 
’Tisagainft  Order,  and  will  never  thrive.  But  pray. 
Sir,  your  reward  in  Charity. 

Mar.  Here  then  in  Charity.  This  fellow  would 
never  make  a  Cleark. 

Spr.  What !  All  this,Mafter  ?~  * 

Am.  What  is  it?  Let  me  feet. 

1  Spr.  ’Tis  a  whole  filver  three-pence,  Miftrefte. 

Am.  For  ftiame,  ingratefull  Mifer.  Here  Friend, 
a  golden  Crown  for  thee. 

Spr.  Bountifull  Goodnefle  !  Gold  ?  If  I  thought 
a  dear  yeer  were  coming,  I  would  take  a  Farm  new. 

Am.  I  have  rob’d  thy  Partners  of  their  fhares  too. 
There’s  a  Crown  more  for  them. 

4.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you. 

Mar.  What  have  you  done?  leffe  would  have 
ferv’d.  And  your  Bounty  will  betray  us. 

Am.  Fie  on  your  wretched  policy. 

Spr.  No,  no  good  Matter.  I  knew  you  all  this 
while,  and  my  fweet  Miftris  too.  And  now  Ill  tell 
you.  The  Search  is  every  way  5  the  Country  all  laid 
For  yon.  ’Tis  well  you  ftaid  here.  Your  Habits, 
were  they  but  a  little  neerer  our  Fafhion,  would  fe- 
cure  you  with  us.  But  are  you  married.  Matter  and 
Miftris?  Areyoujoyned  in  Matrimony?  In  heart  I 
know  you  are.  And  I  will  (if  it  pleafeyouj  for 
your  great  bounty,  bring  you  to  a  Curate,  that 

lacks 


The  merry  Beggars, 

lacks  no  Licenfe,  nor  has  any  Living  tolofe  >  that 
fhall  put  you  together. 

Mar.  Thou  art  a  heavenly  Beggar  / 

Spr.  But  he  is  fo  fcrupulous.,  and  feverely  precife3 
that  unlefle  you  5  Miftris3  will  affirm  that  you  are 
with  Child  by  the  Gentleman  }  or  that  you  have.,  at 
leaftj  cleft  or  flept  together  fas  he  calls  it)  he  will 
not  marry  you.  But  if  you  have  lyen  together,  then 
’tisacafeof  neceflity,  and  he  holds  himfelf  bound 
to  do  it* 

Mar.  You  may  fay  you  have. 

Am.  I  would  not  have  it  fo  *  nor  make  that  lye 
againft  my  felf  for  all  the  World. 

Spr.  That  I  likewell,  and  her  exceedingly.  Ajtcle 
I’ll  do  my  b  eft  for  you  however. 

Mar.  Ill  do  for  thee,  that-—  thou  {halt  never  beg 
more. 

+Spr.  That  cannot  be  purchas’d  fcarfefor  the  price 
of  your  Miftris.  Will  you  walk,  Matter  ?---  We  ufe 
no  Complements. 

Am.  By  inforc’d  Matches  Wards  are  not  fet  free 
So  oft,  as  fold  into  Captivitie  : 

Which  made  me,  fearlefie,  fly  from  one  I  hate., 

Into  the  hazard  of  a  harder  Fate. 
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A&us  g)uartus.  Sccna  Trim  a. 

Enter  T alboy.  Oliver.  With  riding  Switches. 

Tal.  OHe!s  gone.  Amie  is  gone.  Ay  me  (he’s  gone, 
l^j  And  has  me  left  of  joy  bereft  ,  to  make  my 
rnone.  O  me,  Amie. 

Ol.  What  the  Devil  ayles  the  Fellow  tro  ?  why  ! 
why  Mafter  Talboj/  5  my  Cozen  Talboj/  that  {hould’ft 
ha’  been,  art  not  afham’d  to  cry  at  this  growth?  and 
for  a  thing  that’s  better  loft  then  found  5  a  Wench  ? 

Tal.  Cry  1  who  cries  ?  do  I  cry  5  or  look  with  a 
crying  Countenance?  I  (born  it  5  and  fcorn  to  think 
on  her,  but  in  juft  anger. 

Ol.  So,  this  is  brave  now,  if  ft  would  hold. 

Tall.  Nay  it  (hall  hold.  And  fo  let  her  go,  for  a 
fcur  vy  what  d  e  callft  5 1  know  not  what  bad  enough 
to  call  her.-—  But  fomethingof  mine  goes  with 
herlamfure.  She  has  coft  me  in  Gloves,  Ribands, 
Scarfs,  Rings,  and  fuchlike  things,  more  than  I  am 
able  to  fpeak  of  at  this  time— Oh. 

Ol.  Becaufe  thoucanft  not  fpeak  for  crying.  Fy 
Mafter  Talboj/ ,  agen  ? 

Tal.  I  fcorn  it  agen,  and  any  man  that  faies  I  cry, 
or  will  cry  agen.  And  let  her  go  agen  5  and  what  fhe 
has  of  mine  let  her  keep,  and  hang  her  felf,  and  the 
Rogue  that’s  with  her.  I  have  enough  $  and  am 
Heire  of  a  well-known  Eftate,  and  that  (he  knows— 
And  therefore  that  fhe  fhould  Height  me,  and  run 
away  with  a  wages-fellow,that  is  but  a  petty  Cleark 
and  a  Serving-man.  There’s  the  vexation  of  it— Oh 
there’s  the  grief,  and  the  vexation  of  it— Oh— - 

-  ’  '  Ol 
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Ol.  Now  he  will  cry  his  eyes  out !  You  Sir.  This 
life  have  I  had  with  you  all  our  long  journeys  which 
now  is  at  an  end  here,  This  is  Matter  Oldrents  houfe, 
where  perhaps  we  fhall  finde  old  Hearty  ,  the  Uncle 
of  that  Rogu  e  Martin,  4:hat  is  run  away  with  your 
Sweetheart. 

Tal.  Ttis  too  true,  too  true  too  true.  You  need 
not  put  me  in  minde  on’t—f  i-~  O— 

Ol.  Hold  your  peace  and  minde  me.  Leave  your 
bawling,  for  fear  I  give  you  correction.  This  is  the 
Houfe  I  fay,  wflere  it  is  moft  likely  we  fhall  hear  of 
your  Miftris  and  her  companion.  Makeup  your  face 
quickly.  Here  comes  one  of  the  Servants,  Ifup^ 
pofe.  Enter  Randall. . 

Shame  not  your  felf  for  ever,  and  me  for  company. 
Come,  be  confident. 

Tali'.  As  confident  asyourfelf  or  any  man— But 
my  poor  heart  feels  what  lies  here.  Here.  I  here  it 
is,  O—  J  ^ 

ol.  Good  morrow.  Friend.  This  is  Squire  Old* 
rents  Houfe,  I  take  it. 

Ran.  Pray  take  it  not.  Sir,  before  it  be  to  be  let. 
It  has  been  my  Matters,  and  his  Anceftors  in  that 
Name,  above  thefe  three  hundred  yeers,  as  our 
Houfe  Chronicle  doth  notifie  5  and  not  yet  to  be  let. 
But  as  a  Friend,  or  ftranger,  in  Gueft-wife,  you  are 
welcome  to  it  5  as  all  other  Gentlemen  are,  far  ana 
neer,to  my  good  Matter, as  you  will  finde  anon  when* 
you  fee  him. 

Ol.  Thou  fpeak’ft  wittily  and  honetUy.  But  Ipre- 
thee,  good  Friend,  let  oUr  Nags  befet  up:  they  are 
tied  up  at  the  poft.  You  belong  to  the  Stable,  do 
you  not? 


Ran. 


J6 w,  Not  fo  much,  as  the  Stable  belong!  to  me, 
Sir,  I  paffe  through  many  Offices  of  the  Houfe,  Sir, 

I  am  the  running  Bay  ley  of  it, 

ol .  We  have  rid  hard,  hoping  to  finde  the  Squire 
at  home  at  this  early  time  in  the  morning. 

Ran.  You  are  deceiv’d  in  that.  Sir.  He  has  been 
out  thefe  four  hours.  He  is  no  Bnayle^  Sir.  You  do 
not  know  him,  I  perceive,  fincehe  has  been  new 
moulded.  But  I’ll  tell  you,  becaufe  you  are  Gentle¬ 
men. 

Ol.  Our  Horfes,  good  Friend.  ♦ 

Ran .  My  Mafter  is  an  ancient  Gentleman,  and  a 
great  Houfe-keeper  and  praid  for  by  all  the  Poore 
in  the  Countrey,  He  keeps  a  Gueft-houfe  for  all  Beg¬ 
gars  ,  far  and  neer ,  cofts  him  a  hundred  a  yeer,  at 
leaft  5  and  is  as  well  belov’d  among  the  RJchf  But, 
of  late,  he  fell  into  a  great  Melancholly,  upon  what, 

X  know  not :  for  he  had  then  more  caufe  to  be  merry 
than  he  has  now.  Take  that  by  the  way, 
o/.  But  good  Fiend,  our  Horfes. 

Ran ,  For  he  had  two  Daughters,  that  knew  well 
to  order  a  Houfe,  and  give  entertainment  to  Gentle¬ 
men.  They  were  his  Houfe-Doves ,  But  now  they 
are  flownej  and  no  man  knows  how,  why,  or  whi¬ 
ther. 

Jail.  My  Dove  is  flown  too.  Oh— 

Ran.  Was  {he  your  Daughter,  Sir  >  She  was  a 
young  one  then,  by  the  Beard  you  wear.-  •  ' . 

Jail .  What  fhe  was,  (he  was,  d’ee  fee,  I  fcorn  to 
think  on  her— But  X  do— Oh.  - 

Ol.  Pray  hold  your  peace,  or  feign  fome  mirth,  if 
you  can,  '  V  •*.  ^  ^ 

Bing.  Tab  Let  her  go,  let  her  go.  I  care  not  if  I 

have 
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'have  her0 1  haz  e  her  or  no.  Ha  ha  ha-—  Oh  my  heart 
will  break—  Oh— 

Ol.  Pray  think  of  ourhorfes3  Sir.  . 

Ran.  This  isright  my  Matter.  When  he  had  his 
Daughters  he  was  fad  $  and  now  they  are  gone5  he  is 
the  merrieft  man  alive.  Up  at  five  a  Clock  in  the 
mornings  and  out  till  Dinner-time.  Out  agen  at  af¬ 
ternoon.,  and  fo  till  Supper-time.  Skife  out  this  a- 
way5  and  ikife  out  that  away.  (  He's  no  Snayle  I  af- 
.fure  you.J  And  "Tantivy  all  the  Country  over3  where 
Huntings  Hawking,  or  any  Sport  is  to  be  made  or 
good  Fellowfhip  to  be  had  5  and  fo  merry  upon  all 
occafions,  that  you  would  even  bleffe  your  feli^  if  it 
werepoffibie. 

Ol .  OurHorfes,  Iprethee.  *  * 

Kan.  And  we,  his  Servants,  live  as  merrily  under 
him  3  and  do  all  thrive.  I  my  felf  was  but  a  filly  Lad 
when  I  came  firft5  a  poor  turn-fpit  Boy.  Gentlemen 
kept  no  whirling  Jacks  then,  to  cozen  poor  People 
of  Meat.  And  I  have  now,  without  boaft,  40.  /.  in 
my  Purfe,  and  am  the  youngeft  of  half  a  fcore  in  the 
Houfe,  none  younger  then  my  felf  but  one  3  and  he 
is  the  Steward  over  all  5  his  name  is  Matter  Sfring- 
love  (blefle  him  where  ere  heis)  he  has  a  world  of 
means :  And  we5  the  Underlings,  get  well  the  bet¬ 
ter  by  him  3  befides  the  Rewards  many  Gentlemen 
give  us,  that  fare  well,  and  lodge  here  lometimes. 

Ol.  O  !  we  (hall  not  forget  you,  Friend,  if  yoii  re¬ 
member  our  Horfes,  before  they  take  harpi. 

Ran.  No  hurt,I  warrant  you :  there’s  a  Lad  walk¬ 
ing  them. 

Ol.  Is  not  your  Matter  comings  think  you  ? 

Ran.  He  will  not  be  long  a  coming.He’s  no  Snayle , 
as  I  told  you.  K  Oh 
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Ol.  You  told  me  fa,  indeed. 

Kan.  But  of  all  the  Gentlemen,  that  toffe  up  the 
Ball,  yea  and  the  Sack too,  commend  me  to  old  Ma¬ 
tter  Hearty  5  a  decay'd  Gentleman  5  lives  moft  upon 
his  own  Mirth,  and  my  Mafters  Means ,  and  much 
good  do#him  with  it :  He  is  thefineft  Companion  of 
all :  He  do'es  fo  hold  my  Matter  up  with  Stories, and 
Songs,  and  Catches ,  and  t'other  Cup  of  Sack  ,  and 
fuch  Tricks  and  Jiggs,  you  would  admire™-  He  is 
with  him  now. 

Ol.  That  Hearty  is  Martins  Uncle.  I  am  glad  he  is 
here.  Bear  up  Talboy.  Now,  Friend,  pray  let  me  alk 
you  a  queftion.-- -  Prethee  ftay. 

Ran.  Nay,  marry  I  dare  not.  Your  Yawdes  may 
take  cold,  and  never  be  good  after  it. —  Exit. 

Ol.  I  thought  I  fhould  never  have  been  rid  of  him. 
But  no  fooner  defir'd  to  ftay,  but  he  is  gone.  A  pret¬ 
ty  humour  ! 

Enter  Randall. 

E^an.  Gentlemen,  my  Maftef will  be  here e’ne 
now3  doubt  not :  for  he  is  no  Snayle ,  as  I  told  you. 

1  Exit.' 

Ol.  No  Snayle  s  a  great  word  with  him.  Prethee 
Talboy  bear  up.  Enter  *Vfher.  Here  comes  an¬ 

other  gray  Fellow. 

Vfo.  Do  you  ftand  in  the  Porch,  Gentlemen  ?  the 
Houfe  is  open  to  you.  Pray  enter  the  Hall.  I  am  the 
Uftier  of  it. 

Ol.  In  good  time,  Sir.  We  fhall  be  bold  here, 
then,  to  attend  your  Mafters  coming. 

VJh.  And  he's  upon  coming  5  and  when  he  comes 
he  comes  apace.  He  is  no  Snayle ,  I  allure  you . 

Ol.  I  was  told  fo  before,  Sir.  No  Snayle  !  fure  'tis 
-  "  '  -  '  .  •  ;  ■  •  the 
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the  word  of  the  Houfe, and  as  ancient  as  the  Family. 

Vjh.  This  Gentleman  looks  fadly,  me  thinks. 

Tal.  Who  I  ?  not  I.  Pray  pardon  my  looks  for 
that.  But  my  heart  feels  what's  what.  Ay  me — 

Vjh.  Pray  walk  to  theEuttry,  Gentlemen.  My 
Office  leads  you  thither. 

Ol .  Thanks,  good  Mafter  Uftier. 

Vjh .  I  have  been  Uftier  thefe  twenty  yeers,  Sir. 
And  have  got  well  by  my  place,  for  ufing  Strangers 
refpe&fully. 

ol.  He  has  given  the  Hint  too. 

Vjh.  Something  has  come  in  by  the  by,  befides 
ftanding  Wages ,  which  is  ever  duly  paid  (thank  a 
good  Mafter,  and  an  honeft  Steward)  Heaven  blefle 
"hem.  We  all  thrive  under 'em. 

Enter  Butler  with  Glajjes  and  a  Napkin. 

O  here  comes  the  Butler. 

But.  You  are  welcome.  Gentlemen.  Pleafe  yee 
draw  neerer  my  Office,  and  take  a  morning  Drink  in 
a  Cup  of  Sack,  if  it  pleafe  you.  #  v 

Ol  In  what  pleafe  you.  Sir.  We  cannot  deny  the 
curtefie  of  the  Houfe,  in  the  Matters  ab  fence. 

But.  He’ll  come  apace  when  he  comes.  He’s  no 
Snajle^Sir.  Going . 

Ol.  Still  ’tis  the  Houfe- word.  And  all  the  Ser¬ 
vants  wear  Livery-Beards. 

But.  Or  perhaps  you  had  rather  drink  Whitewine 
and  Sugar.  Pleafe  your  felves.  Gentlemen  5  here 
you  may  tafte  all  Liquors.  No  Gentlemans  Houfe  in 
all  this  County,  or  the  next,  fo  well  ftor’d  (—make 
us  thankfull  for  it.)  And  my  Mafter,  for  hisHofpi- 
tality  to  Gentlemen,  his  Charity  to  the  Poor,  and 
his  bounty *to  his  Servants,  has  not  his  Peer  in  the 

K  2  King- 
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Kingdom  (~ -make  us  thankful  for  it,)  And  ’tis  as? 
fortunate  a  Houfe  for  Servants3as  ever  was  built  up- 
on  Faery-Ground.  I  my  felf,  that  have  ferv’d  here, 

|  '  Man,  and  Boy3  thefe  four  and  forty  yeers,  have  got¬ 

ten  together  (befides  fomething \  more  then  I  will 
fpeakofr  diftributed  among  my  poor  Kinred)  by 
my  Wages,  my  Vails  at  chrijlmas^  and  otherwife,  to¬ 
gether  with  my  Rewards  of  kinde  Gentlemen,  that 
have  found  courteous  entertainment  here- — 

!  Ol.  There  he  is  too. 

But.  Have,  I  fay,  gotten  together  (tho’inadan- 
l  gerous  timed  fpeak  it)  a  brace  of  hundred  pounds*— . 

Make  me  thankfull  for  it.  And  for  lofles.  I  have  had 
|  none.  I  have  been  Butler  thefe  two  and  thirty  yeers, 
and  never  loft  the  value  of  a  Silver  Spoon,  nor  ever 
broke  a  Glafle— Make  me  thankfull  for  it.  White 
Wine  and  Sugar,  fay  you  Sir  ? 

Ol.  Pleafe  your  felf,  Sir. 

But.  This  Gentleman  fpeaks  not.  Or  had  you  ra¬ 
ther  take  a  Drink  of  brown  Ale  with  a  Toaft,  or 
I  March  Beer  with  Sugar  and  Nutmeg  ?  or  had  you 
;  rather  drink  without  Sugar  ?: 

|  Ol.  Good  Sir,  a  Cup  of  your  Hou£hold-Beer. 

Exit .  Butd 

I  fear  he  will  draw  down  to  that  at  laft; 

Enter  Butler  with  aSilver  Can  of  Sack? 

But.  Here,  Gentlemen,  is  a  Cup  of  my  Mafters 
fmall  Beer :  But  it  is  good  old  Canary ,  I  allure  you.* 
And  here’s  to  your  welcome.  •  ♦ 

^  Enter  Cooke*  j 

Cook.  And  welcome  the  Cooke  fayes,  Gentlemen. 
Brother  Butler,  lay  a  Napkin,  Ill  fetch  a  Cut  of  the 
Surloyn  to  ftrengthen  your  patience  till* my  Matter 

comes, . 
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comes,  who  will  not  flow  be  long,  for  he"s  no  S'nayle , 
Gentlemen. 

Ol.  I  have  often  heard  fo.  And  here's  to  you,Ma- 
ftcr  Cook— /-Prithee  fpeak,  Mafter  Talboy  ,  or  force 
one  Laugh  more,  if  thou  canft. 

Cook*  Sir,  the  Cook  drinks  to  you.  "To  Talb. 

-  Tal.  Ha  ha  ha — -  .  ■  \/y- 

Ol  Well  f lid. 

Tal  He  is  in  the  fame  Livory-Beard  too. 

Coo .  But  he  is  the  oldeft  Cook, and  of  the  ancient- 
eft  Houfe,  and  the  beft  for  Houfe-keeping ,  in  this 
County,  or  the  next.  And  tho'  the  Mafter  of  it 
write  but  Squire  0  I  know  no  Lord  like  him.  Entef 
Chaplain*  And  now  he's  come.  Here  comes  the 
JL^beforehim.  The  Parfon  has  ever  the beft  fto- 
mack.  I'll  Difh  away  prefently.  -  Exit* 

But .  Is  our  Mafter  come,  Sir  Doming 

Chap .  Efi  ad  Manum.  Non  ejl  ilk  tcjludo. 

Ol,  He  has  the  Word  too  in  Latine .  Now  bear  Up 
Talboy . 

>■  Cha ,  Give  me  a  Preparative  of  Sack.  It  is  a  gentle 
Preparative  before  Meat.  And  fo  a  gentle  touch  of 
it  to  you  Gentlemen. 

Ol.  It  is  a  gentle  Offer,  Sir  5  and  as  gently  to  bef 
taken. 

Enter  oldrents  and  Hearty. 

Old.  About  with  it,  my  Lads.  And  this  is  as  it 
fhouldbe.—  Not  till  my  turn.  Sir,  I.  Though,  I 
confefle,  I  have  had  but  three  Morning-draughts  to 
day. 

ol  Yet  it  appears  you  were  abroad  betimes.  Sir. 

Old.  I  am  no  Snayle ,  Sir. 

O/.  So  your  men  told  us,  Sir. 

&Jc  3  old. 
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Old.  But  where  be  my  Catchers  $  Come,  a  Round . 
And  fo  let  us  drink. 

The  Catch  fung.  And  they  drink,  about .  The  Singers 

are  all  Gray  beards. 

\  Round ,  a  Round,  a  Round,  Boyes ,  a  Round. 

Let  Mirth  fly  aloft,  and  Sorrow  be  drown d. 

Old  Sacka  and  old  Songs,  and  a  Merry  old  Crew, 

Can  charm  away  Cares  when  the  Ground  looks  ble^v. 

did.  Well  faid  old  Hearty.  And,  Gentlemen,  wel¬ 
come. 

Tal.  Ah---  Heflghs. 

Old.  Oh  mine  ears!  What  was  that,  a  figh?  And 
in  my  Houfe  ?  Look :  has  it  not  (plit  my  Walls  ?  If 
not,  make  vent  for  it :  Let  it  out :  I  ftiall  be  ftifled 
elfe.  Exit.  Chap. 

ol.  He  hopes  your  pardon,  Sir :  his  Caufe  consi¬ 
der'd. 

Old.  Caufe  ?  Can  there  be  caufe  for  fighing. 

Ol.  He  has  loft  his  Mifiris,  Sir. 

Old.  Ha  ha  ha.  Is  that  a  Caufe  ?  Do  you  hear  me 
complain  the  Ioffe  of  my  two  Daughters  ? 

Ol.  They  are  not  loft,  I  hope  Sir. 

Old.  No  more  can  be  his  Miftrk.  ,No  Woman  can 
be  loft.  They  may  be  mif- laid  a  little:  but  found 
*  again,  I  warrant  you. 

Tal.  Ah —  Sigh. 

Old.  Ods  my  life  !  He  fighs  again  :  And  means  to 
blow  me  out  of  my  Houfe.  To  Horfe  again.  Here's 
no  dwelling  for  me.  Or  ftay  :  I'll  cure  him,  if  I  can. 
Give  him  more  Sack,  to  drown  his  Sufpirations. 

While 
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While  Oldrents  and  Talboy  drinks  Oliver  takes 

•  Hearty  afide . 

Ol .  Sir  ?  I  am  chiefly  to  inform  you  of  the  Dif~ 
after. 

May  it  concern  me  ? 

Old .  Your  Nephew  Martin  has  ftolne  my  Fathers 
Ward5that  Gentlemans  Bride  that  fhould  have  been,. 

Hea.  Indeed3Sir*  - 

Ol .  'Tismoft  true-—  He  gives  Hearty  a Let ter. 

Hea .  Another  Glafle  of  Sack •  This  Gentleman 
brings  good  news. 

Ol.  Sir3  if  you  can  prevent  his  danger — 

Hea.  Hang  all  Preventions.  Let  'em  have  their 
Deftiny. 

Tal.  Sir3 1  fhould  have  had  her,  'tis  true—  To  v, 
But  ftie  is  gone,  d'ee  fee  >  And  let  her  go.  Oldrents » 

Old.  Wellfaid.  He  mends  now. 

T al.  I  am  glad  I  am  rid  of  her  (d'ee  fee)  before  I 
had  more  to  do  with  her — 

Hea.  He  mends  apace. 

Hearty  reads  the  Letter. 

Tal .  For  fhould  I  have  married  her  before  (he  had  s 
run  away,  d’ee  fee  :  And  that  (he  had  run  away  (d'e 
fee)  after  fhe  had  bin  married  to  me  (d ee  fee.)Then 
I  had  been  a  married  Man  without  a  Wife(d  ee  fee.) 
Where  now  (he  being  run  away  before  I  am  marri¬ 
ed  (d  ee  fee)  I  am  no  more  married  to  her,  d'ee  (ee3 
then  (he  to  me3  d 'ee  fee.  And  fo  long  as  I  am  none  of 
hers  (d’eefee)  nor  fhe  none  of  mine  (  d'ee  fee)  I 
ought  to  care  as  lit  tie  for  her,  now  (he  is  run  away 
fd'ee  fee)  as  if  (he  had  flay'd  with  me5  d'ee  fee* 

Old.  Why  this  is  excellent !  Caine  hither  Hearty. 

Tal.  I  perceive  it  now  5  andthereafon  ofit5  And 
'  '  ■  *'  :  7  how 
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haw,  by  Confequence  (d’ee  fee)  I  ought  not  to  look 
any  further  after  her,  *  Crjies .  But  that-  (he 
ihould  refpeft  a  poor  bafe  fellow,  a  Clearkatthe 
\  moft3  and  a  Servingman  at  beft,  before  me,  that  am 

l  a  rich  man,  at  the  worft  }  and  a  Gentleman,  at  leaft, 
makes  me—  X  know  not  what  to  fay — 

Old ,  Worfe  than  ever  ’twas !  Now  he  cries  out- 
I  right. 

Tal.  I  know  not  what  to  fay— What  to  fay — 
Oh— 

|  Hea .  Then  I  do,  Sir.  The  poore  bafe  Fellow, that 

you  fpeak  of,  is  my  Nephew :  As  good  a  Gentleman 
as  your  felf.  I  underftand  the  bufinefle  by  your 
j  Friend  here. 

I  Tal:.  I  cry  you  mercy,  Sir.  •  -  V.  ; 

1  Old.  You  (hall  cry  no  Mercy .  nor  any  thing  clfe 
here.  Sir  3  nor  for  any  thing  here,  Sir.  This  is  no 

I  place  to  cry  in :  Nor  for  any  bufinefle.  Yeu,Sir,that 

come  on  bufinefle—  To  Ol. 

Ol.  It  (half  be  none.  Sir. 

Old.  My  Houfe  is  for  no  bufinefle,  but  the  Belly- 
|  bufinefle.  You finde not  me  fo  uncivil^  Sir,  as  to 
afk  you  from  whence  you  came  3  who  you  are  5  or 

I I  what’s  your  bufinefle.  I  a(k  you  no  queftion.  And 

I  can  you  be  fo  difcourteous,  as  to  tell  me,  or  my 

Friend,  any  thing  like  bufinefle.  If  you  come  to  be 
merry  with  Me,  you  are  welcome.  If  you  have  any 

I  bufinefle,  forget  it :  You  forget  where  you  are  elfe. 

|  And  fo  to  Dinner. 

|L  Hea.  Sir,  I  pray  let  me  onely  prevail  with  you  but 
Ij  to  reade  this.  >  >  /  •  1 

Old.  Spoyle my Stomack  now,  and  I’ll  not  eat 
If  jtHis  fortnights  He  reads  ajide. 

Hea. 
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Hea .  While  he  reads.,  let  me  tell  you,  Sir.  That 
my  Nephew  Martin  has  ftolne  that  Gentlemans  Mi- 
ftris,  it  feerns,  is  true.  But  I  proteft,  as  I  am  a  Gen¬ 
tleman  3  I  know  nothing  of  the  matter  $  nor  vrhere 
he  or  fhe  is.  But,  as  I  am  the  forefaid  Gentleman,  I 
am  glad  on’t  with  all  my  heart.  Ha,  my  Boy  Mat. 
T  hou  flialt  reftore  our  Houfe. 

ol.  Let  him  not  hear,  to  grieve  him,  Sir. 

Hea.  Grieve  him?  What  Ihould  he  do  with  her  j 
teach  their  Children  to  cry  ? 

Tal.  But  I  do  hear  you  though}  and  I  fcorn  to  cry, 
as  much  as  you,  d  ee  fee ,  or  your  Nephew  either, 
dee  fee, 

Hea.  Now  thou  art  a  brave  fellow.  So,  fo,  hold 
up  thy  head,  and  thou  (halt  have  a  Wife,  and  a  fine 
Thing. 

Tal.  Hang  a  Wife  5  and  Pax  o*  your  fine  Thing 
(d  ee  feej  I  fcorn  your  Fopperies,  d  ee  fee. 

Old.  And  I  do  hear  thee,  my  Boy  3  and  rejoyce  in 
thyconverfion.  If  thou  can  ft  but  hold  now.  ; 

TaL  Yes,  I  can  hold.  Sir.  And  I  hold  well  with 
your  Sack.  I  could  live  and  die  with  it ,  as  I  am  true 
Talboy . 

old.  Now  thou  art  a  tail  Fellow  5  and  flialt  want 
no  Sack.  .  , 

Tal.  And,  Sir,  I  do  honour  you  ('dee fee )  and 
fhould  wifli  my  felf  one  of  your  Houfhold  Servants 
(dee  feej  if  I  had  but  a  gray  Beard,  dee  fee  ?  Hay , 
as  old  Mafter  Clacks  feyes. 

old.  Well,  I  have  read  the  bufinefle  here. 

ol.  Call  it  not  bufineflfe,  I  befeech  you.  Sin 
Wedefie  all  bufinefle. 

Tal.  I  marry  do  we,  Sir.  Dee  fee,  Sir  ?  And  a 
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Hay  ,  as  old  Matter  clack,  fayes. 

Old .  Grammercy  Sack.  Well  ,  I  have  read  the 
Matter  here  written  by  Matter  Clacks  And  do  but 
bear  up  in  thy  humour,  I  will  wait  upon  theehome. 

Knocks  within . 

Heark!  they  knock  to  the  Drefler.  I  have  heard 
much  of  this  old  od-ceited  Juftice  Clack,:  And  now 
I  long  to  fee  him.  ’Tis  but  croffing  the  Countrey 
two  daies  and  a  nights  Journey.  Well  but  dine  and 
away  prefently.  Bear  up,  I  fay.  Matter  T alhoy. 

Tal.  I  will  bear  up,  I  warrant  you,  d*ee  fee,  Sir — 
But  here’s  a  grudging  ftill —  Exeunt* 

Scena  Secunda . 

A  great  noyfe  within  of  rude  Muftck ,  Laughing 

Singing^  &c. 

Enter  Amie.  Rachel .  Merieh 

»  _  .  t*  r-  -»  »  •  .  -*  -  ?  -  •>  •%  -  ’“»»  %  i  •  v  t  \  4  \  ■ 

fit  |  j  .  f  ^  i  .. ^  ’ 

Am.  T  TEre’s  a  Wedding  with  a  witnefle,  and  a 
I  I  Holy-day  with  a  hoigh.  Let  us  out  of  the 
noife,  as  we  love  our  ears. 

Ra.  Yes:  and  here  we  may  purfue  our  own  Dif- 
courfe,  and  hear  one  another. 

Mer.  Concerning  Sptinglove  and  your  felf,  Miftris 
Amie. 

Am.  Well,  Ladies,  my  confidence  in  you,  that 
you  are  the  fame  that  you  have  protefted  your 
felves  to  be ,  hath  lb  far  won  upon  me,  that  I  con- 
fefle  my  felf  w.ll-affe&ed  both  to  the  Minde  and 
Perfonofthat Springlove.  And,  if  he  be  ("as fairly 
you  pretend)  a  Gentleman ,1  (hall  eafily  dilpenfe  with 
Fortune. 

t  '  ■  Ra. 
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Ra.  Me.  He  is,  upon  our  Honours. 

Am .  How  well  that  high  Ingagement  fuits  your 
Habits. 

Ra.  Our  Minds  and  Blood  are  ftill  the  fame. 

\  Am.  I  have  paft  no  affiance  to  the  other. 

That  ftole  me  from  my  Guardian,  and  the  Match 
He  would  have  forc’d  me  to :  From  which  I  would 
Have  fled  with  any,  or  without  a  Guide. 

Befides,  hisminde,  more  clownifh  than  his  Habit, 
Deprav’d  by  Covetoufneffe  and  Cowardife, 

Forc’d  me  into  a  way  of  mifery, 

To  take  relief  from  Beggars. 

Mer.  From  poore  Us. 

Am.  And  then,  to  offer  to  marry  me  under  a 
Hedge,  as  the  old  Couple  were  today,  without 
Book  or  Ring,  by  the  Chaplain  of  the  Beggars  Regi« 
ment,  your  Patrico ,  onely  to  fave  Charges. 

Ra.  I  have  not  feen  the  Wretch  thefe  three  hours, 
whither  is  he  gone  > 

Am.  He  told  me,  to  fetch  Horfe  and  fit  Raiment 
for  us ,  and  fo  to  poft  me  hence ;  But  I  think  it  was 
to  leave  me  on  your  hands. 

Mer.  He  has  taken  fome  great  diftafte  fure:  For 
he  is  damnable  j ealous.  r 

Ra.  I,  didft  thou  mark  what  a  wilde  look  he  caft, 
when  Sprin glove  tumbled  her,  and  kiftheronthc 
Straw  this  morning,  while  the  Mufick  plaid  to  the 
old  Wedding-Folks  ? 

Mer.  Yes,  and  then  Springlove ,  to  make  him  mad¬ 
der,  told  him,  that  he  would  be  his  Proxie ,  and  mar¬ 
ry  her  for  him,  and  lie  with  her  the  firft  night,  with 
a  naked  Cudgell  betwixt  ’em,  and  make  him  a  King 
of  BeUrn.  - 


f. 


», 
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Am.  I  faw  how  it  anger’d  him.  And  I  imagin’d 
then,  and  before,  that  there  was  more  in  Springlove3 
then  downright  Beggar.  But  tho’  he  be  never  fo  good 
a  Gentleman,  he  (hall  obferve  fit  time  and  diftance 
till  we  are  married. 

Ra.  Matrimony  forbid  elfe.  (She’s  taken,;)  But 
while  we  talk  of  a  Match  towards,  we  are  mift  with¬ 
in  in  the  Bride-Barn  among  the  Revell'rout . 

Am.  We  have  had  all  the  fport  they  could  make 
us,  in  the  paft  paffages. 

Mer .  How  cautious  the  old  contra&ed  Couple 
were  for  Portion  and  join&ure  ! 

Ra.  What  Feoffees,  fhe  being  anHeire  of  foure- 
fcore,  (and  feven  yeers  fione-blinde)  had,  in  truft 
forher  Eftate, 

Am.  And  how  carefully  he  fecur’d  all  to  himfelf^ 
in  cafe  he  out-liv’d  her,  being  but  feven  yeers  older 
then  file.  And  what  pains  the  Lawyer  of  the  Rout 
here,  took  about  it. 

Ra.  And  then ,  how  fblemnly  they  were  joyn  d, 
and  adm on i fil’d,  by  our  Parfon  Vnder-hedge^  to  live 
together  in  the  fear  of  the  Lalh,  and  give  good  ex¬ 
ample  to  the  younger  Reprobates,  to  beg  within 
Compaffe,  toefcapethe  jaws  of  the  Juftice,  the 
Clutch  of  the  Conftable,  the  Hooks  of  the  Head- 
borough,  and  the  biting  blows  of  the  Beadle.  And, 
in  fo  doing,  they  fhould  defie  the  Devill,  and  all  his 
Works,  and  after  their  painfull  Pilgrimage  in  this 
life,  they  fhould  die  in  the  Ditch  of  Delight. 

Mer.  O  but  Poet  Scribbles  Epthalammm. 


the  blinde  Virgin  of  fourfeore , 
And  the  lame  Batchelor ,  of  more 3 
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How  Cupid  gave  her  Eyes  to  fee y 
And  Yxxlczn  lent  him  Legs  : 

How  Venus  caus'd  their  Sport  to  be 
Prepar'd  with  butter  d  Egs. 

Tet  when  fie  fiall  be  fevenyeers  wed^ 
She  fiaU  be  bold  to  fay , 

She  has  as  much  her  Maiden-head r 
As  on  her  Wedding  day. 


Ra.  So  may  fome  Wives  that  were  married  at  fix- 
teen,  to  Lads  of  one  and  twenty. 

Am.  But  at  the  Wedding-Feaft,  when  the  Bride 
bridled  it, and  her  Groome  fadled  it.  There  was  the 
fport,  in  her  Mumping3  and  his  6hamping$the  Crew 
Icrambfing  5  our  felves  trembling  $  then  the  confufi- 
on  of  Noyfes,  in  talking,  laughing,  fcolding,  fing- 
ing,  howling  $  with  their  A&ions,  of  fnatching*, 
fcratching,towfing  and  lowfing  themfelves,and  one 
another-  -  Enter  Spring! .  Vine,  and  Hilliard. 

But  who  comes  Here  ? 

Spr.  O,  Ladies,  you  have  loft  as  much  Mirth,.  as 
Would  have  fill'd  up  a  week  of  Holy-daies. 


Springlove  takes  Amie  afde ,  and  courts  her* 
in  a  gentile  way. 


Vin.  I  'am  come  about  agen  for  the  Beggar slifc 
now. 

Ra.  You  are.  Iamgladon’t, 

Hill.  There  is  no  life  but  it.  (plexity  5 

Pin.  With  them  there  is  no  Grievance  or  Per- 
No  fear  of  war,  or  State  Difturbances. 

No  Alteration  in  a  Common-wealth* 

:  1  L  3  Or 
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Or  Innovation,  fhakes  a  Thought  of  theirs. 

Met.  Of  ours  you  fhould  fay. 
tiil.  Of  ours,  he  means. 

We  have  no  fear  of  leffening  our  Eftates  } 

Nor  any  grudge  with  us  ("without  Taxation) 

To  lend  or  give,  upon  command,  the  whole 
Strength  of  our  Wealth  for  publick  Benefit : 

While  fome,  that  are  held  rich  in  their  Abundance, 
(Which  is  their  Mifery ,  indeed)  will  fee 
Rather  a  generall  mine  upon  all. 

Then  give  a  Scruple  to  prevent  the  Fall. 

Vin .  ’Tisonely  we  that  live. 

Ra.  Im  glad  you  are  fo  taken  with  your  Calling. 

Met.  Wearenolefle,  I  allure  you.  Wcfindethe 
Sweetnefle  of  it  now. 

Ra.  The  Mirth,  the  Pleafure,  the  Delights.  No 
Ladies  live  fuch  Lives. 

Mer.  Some  few, upon  neceffity, perhaps.  But  that’s 
not  worth  g’rammercy. 

Vin.  They  will  never  be  weary. 

Hzl.  Whether  we  feem  to  like,  or  dillike,airs  one 
to  them. 

Vin.  We  muft  do  fomething  to  be  taken  by,  and 
difcovered  ,  we  fhall  never  be  our  felves ,  and  get 
home  again  elfe. 

Spr.  and  Amie  come  to  the  reft. 

Spr.  Iam  yours  for  ever.  W ell.  Ladies,  you  have 
mift  rare  Sport}  but  now  the  Bride  has  mill  you 
with  her  half- half  eye  5  and  the  Bridegroom^  with 
the  help  of  his  Crutches ,  is  drawing  her  forth  for  a 
Daunce,  here,  in  the  opener  aire.  The  Houfe  is  now 
too  hot  for  ’em.  O,  here  come  the  chief  Revellers. 
Th eSouldiery  the  Courtier,  the  Lawyer,  and  the  Poet, 

who 
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who  is  Mafter  of  their  Revels, before  the  old  Couple 
in  State.  Attend,  and  hear  him  (peak,  as  their  Indu- 
dor.  V 

Poet. 


HEre0  on  this  Green,  like  King  and  Queen, 
( For  a  fiort  truce)  we  do  produce 
Our  old  new-married  Fair. 

Of  Difh  and  Wallet yand  of  Straw-pallet, 
With  Rags  to Jhow,  from  top  to  toe , 
she  is  the  ancient  Beire. 


He  is  the  Lord  of  Bottle-gourd, 

Of  Sachell  great y  for  Bread  and  Meat;, 
Andy  for  fmall Bence ,  a  Pnrfe . 

*To  all  that  givey  Long  may  you  live 
He  loudly  cries :  But  who  denies 
Is  Jure  to  have  his  Curfe. 


Vin.  Well  faid  Field-Poet.  PhcehuSy we  fee3infpire& 
As  well  the  Beggary  as  the  Poet  Laureat. 

Spr .  And  fhines  as  warm  under  a  Hedge  bottom, 
as  on  the  tops  of  Palaces . 

Po .  I  have  not  done  yet.  Now  this  is  to  incite  you* 
to  daunce.  . 


Pepare  your  felvesy  like  FaeryElves, 

Now  in  a  Daunce  to  Jhow0 
' That  you  approve ,  the  God  of  Love 
Has  many  Shafts  to°s  Bow  : 

With  Golden  heady  and  fome  of  Lead , 

But  that  which  made  thefefeely 
By fubtile  crafty  was  fare  a  Shaft 
7 hat  headed  was  with  Steel. 

'  ter 
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For  they  were  old  5  no  Earth  more  cold  $ 

Their  Hearts  were  Flints  intire  } 

Whence  the  Steels fir  oak.  did  (parky  provoke. 

That  fet  their  Bloods  on  fire. 

Now  fir  iky  up  Piper  5  and  each  Lover  here 
Be  blith 2  and  take  his  Mifirh  by  the.GoU. 

Hil .  That’s  no  Rime,  Poet. 

Po.  There’s  as  good  Poetry  in  blank  Verfe ,  as 
Meetre.  Mufick; 

Spr.  Come,  hay  !  the  Daunce,  the  Daunce.  Nay 
well  ha*  the  old  Couple  in,  as  blind  and  lame  as  they 
are. 

Bri.  What  will  you  io  >  Daunce . 

Spr.  Well  hobled  Bridegroome  / 

Vin .  Well  grop’d  Bride  J 
Hil.  Hay  lufty.  Hay  Holy r  day. 

Spr.  Set  'hem  down  5  fet ’em  down  :  They  ha5 
done  well. 

Gro.  A, ha !  I  am  luftier  than  I  was  jo.yeers  ago. 
Bri.  And  I,  than  I  was  threefcore  paft.  A  hem^ 
ahem.h, 

Vin.  What  a  night  here’s  towards ! 

Hil.  Sure  they  will  kill  one  another/ 

Po.  Each  with  a  fear  the  tother  will  live  longeft. 
Spr ,  Poet,  thou  haft  fpoken  learnedly,  and  a&ed 
bravely.  Thou  art  both  Poet  and  A&or. 

Po.  So  has  been  many  famous  men.  And  if  here 
were  no  worfe,  we  might  have  a  Mafqne, or  a  Comedie 
prefented  to  night,  in  honour  of  the  old  Couple. 

Vin.  Let  us  each  man  try  his  ability  - 
Upon  fome  Subjeft  now  extempore. 

spr.  Agreed.  Give  us  a  Theme  3  and  try  our  Adi- 
on.  ro. 
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Vo.  I  have  already  thought  Upon!.  I  want  bur 
A&ors. 

Hi  l.  What  Perfons  want  you  ?  what  would  you 
prelent?  ; 

Vo.  I  would  prefent  a  Common-wealthy  Vtopia 5 
With  all  her  Branches  and  Confiftencies. 

Ra.  I’ll  be  Vtopia  y  who  muft  be  my  Branches  ? 

Vo.  The  Country 3  the  City^  the  Court  0  and  the  Camp. 
Epitomiz'd  and  perfonated  by  a  Gentleman 5  a  Mer¬ 
chant  5  a  Courtier y  and  a  Souldier . 

Soul.  I'll  Be  your  Souldier.  Am  not  I  one  ?  ha  ! 

Con.  And  am  not  I  a  fafhionable  Courtier  .<? 

Vo.  But  who  the  Citizen  or  Merchant  ? 

Spr.  I.  Vin.  And  I  your  Country  Gentleman. 

Hill.  Or  I. 


Vo.  Yet  to  our  Moral! Y  mull:  adde  two  Perfons5 
Divinity  and  Law. 

La.  Why  la  you  now.  And  am  not  I  a  Lawyer  ? 

Vo.  But  where's  Divinity  ?  * 

Vip.  Mary  that  I  know  not.  One  of  us  might  do 
that^  if  either  knew  how  to  handle  it. 

Spr.  Where’s  the  old  Vatrico  y  our  Pried:  ^  my 
GhofHy  Father  ?  Hell  do  it  rarely, 

i  Beg.  He  was  telling  Fortunes  e3 ne  now  to  Coun¬ 
try  Wenches.  Ill  fetch  him—  Exit. 

Spr.  That  Vatrico  I  wonder  at:  He  has  told  me 
ftrange  things  in  clouds. 

Am.  And  me  Ibmewhat  that  I  may  tell  you  here¬ 
after. 

9  »  ?  r  •  »  r  ■  *  ... 

Spr.  That  you  fhall  be  my  Bride? 

Am.  I  will  not  tell  you  now. 

Vin.  W ell :  but  what  muft  our  Speeches  tend  to  ? 
what  muft  we  do  one  with  anothtr  ? 

M  fo. 
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To.  I  would  have. the  Country  0  the  City  ,  and  the 
Court  Joe  at  great  variance  for  Superiority  IXhen  would 
I  have  Divinity  and  Law  ftretch  their  wide  throats 
to  appeafe  and  reconcile  them  :  Then  would  I  have 
the  ^W/ercudgell  them  all  together,  and  overtop 
them  all.  Stay,  yet  I  want  another  perfon. 

Hill \  What  muft  he  be  ? 

To.  A  Beggar. 

Vin.  Here’s  enough  of  us,  I  think.  What  muft 
the  Beggar  do  > 

Vo.  He  muft,  at  laft,  overcome  th eSouldier^  and 
bring  them  all  to  Beggar s-Hall.  And  this,  well  a&ed, 
will  be  for  the  honour  of  our  Calling. 

All.  A  Scribble  !  A  Scribble  ! 

Hill.  Come,  where’s  this  Patrico ,  that  we  may 
begin? 

Enter  Patrico. 

Pa.  Alack  and  welladay,  this  is  no  time  to  play. 

'  Our  Quarter  is  befet.  We  are  all  in  the  Net. 

Leave  off  your  merry  Glee. 

Vin.  You  begin  fcurvily. 

Spr.  Why  what’s  the  Matter  ? 

Within.  Bing  aw  aft ^  bing  aw  aft.  The  Quire  Cove 
and  the  Harmanbeck* 

Some  Beggars  run  over  the  Stage. 

Spr ,  We  are  befet  indeed.  What  (hall  we  do  ? 

Vinr.  I  hope  we  fhall  be  taken. 

Hil.  If  the  good  hour  be  come,  welcome  by  the 
grace  of  good  Fortune. 

Enter  Sentwell,  Conftable ,  Watch.  The 
Crew  flip  away. 

Sent.  Befet  the  Quarter  round.  Be  fare  that  none 
efcape.  4* 

•.  A  v  \  •  Spr. 
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Spr.  Lord  tocome  with  you^  bleJfedMaJler^  to  a  mart) 
dijirejfed — 

Vin.  Hill.  Duly  and  truly  pray  for  you.  * 

Ra.  Mer.  Good  your  good  JVorf/jzp ,  duly  and  truly  g&'d. 

Sen.-  A  many  counterfeit  Rogues !  Sofrolickand 
fo  lamentable  all  in  a  breath  ?  You  were  afting  a 
Play  but  now  :  We  llaft  with  you.  Incorrigible  Va¬ 
gabonds. 

Spr.  Good  Mafter,  'tis  a  Holy-day  with  us.  An 
Heire  was  married  here  to  day. 

Sen.'  Married  !  Not  fo  I  hope.  Where  is  Sie  ?  sTis 
for  an  Heire  we  feek. 

Spr.  Here  She  is  Mafter—  Hide  your  felves  in 
the  Straw— the  Straw.  Quickly  into  the  Straw— 

Sen.  What  telfft  thou  me  of  this?  An  old  blind 
Beggar-woman.  We  tfnlft  finde  a  young  Gentlewoman- 
Heir  e  among  you.  Where's  all  tne  reft  of  the  Crew  ? 

Con.  Slipt  into  the  Barn  and  the  Bufhes  by  :  but 
none  can  fcape. 

Sen.  Look  you  to  that,  and  to  thefe  here. 

Exit.  withWatch. 

Spr.  Into  the  Straw,  I  fay. 

Vin.  No,  good  Springlove.'  The  Ladies  and  Wt 
are  agreed  now  to  draw  Stakes,  and  play  this  lowfie 
Game  no  further. 

Hil.  We  will  be  taken ,  and  difclofe  our  felves. 
You  fee  we  (hall  be  forc'd  to  it  elfe.  The  cowardly 
Cleark  has  don’t  to  fave  himfelf. 

Spr.  Do  you  fear  no  fhame,  Ladies  ? 

Ra.  Doft  think  it  a  fhame  to  leave  Begging  >  ‘ 

Mer.  Or  that  our  Djther  will  turn  us  out  to  it 
again  ? 

Spr.  Nay,  fince  you  are  fo  refolute,  Know3  that  X 

JVL  2-  '  my/ 


A  Jovial  Cure  :  ors 

<my  felf  begin  to  finde  this  is  nocourfefor  Gentle¬ 
men.  This  Lady  (hall  take  me  off  it. 

Am.  Make  but  your  Proteftations  good,,  and  take 
me  yours.  And  for  the  Gentleman  that  furprifes  us, 
tho’  he  has  all  my  Uncles  truff,  he  ftiall  do  any  thing 
for  me  to  our  advantage. 

Vin.  I^Springlove,  thou  could’ft  poft  now  to  thy 
Tyring-houfe3  and  fetch  all  our  Cloaths,  we  might 
get  oft  moft  neatly. 

Spr.  A  Horfe  and  fix  hours  Travell  would  do  that. 
Am.  You  fhall  be  furnifht,  doubt  not. 

Enter  Sentwell.  Watch. 

Sent.  She’s  fcap  d,  or  is  invifible.  You  Sir,  I  take 
to  be  the  chief  Rogue  of  this  Regiment.  Let  him  be 
whipt  till  he  brings  forth  the  Heire. 

Con.  That  is  but  till  he  ftinks.  Sir.  Come,  Sir, 
ftrip,  ftrip. 

••  Am.  Unhand  him.  Sir.  What  Heire  do  you  feek3 , 
Matter  Sentwell'?  _ 

Sent.  Precious,  how  did  my  haft  overfee  her?  O 
Miftris  Amie  !  Could  1 ,  or  your  Uncle  Juftice 
Clac a  wifer  man  than  I,  ever  ha’  thought  to  have 
found  you  in  fuch  company  ? 

Am.  Of  me3  Sir,  and  my  company,  I  have  a  ftory 
to  delight  you  :  which  on  our  March  towards  your 
Houfe,  I  will  relate  to  you. 

Sent.  And  thither  will  I  lead  you  as  my  Gueft. 

But  to  the  Law  furrender  all  the  reft. 

Ill  make  your  peace. 

Am.  We  muft  fare  all  alike.  Exeunt. 


AZtus 
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A&us  Quintus. 

Clack,.  Martin. 

Cla. T  have  forgiven  you.  Provided  that  my  Neece 
be  fafely  taken  5  and  fo  to  be  brought  home. 
Safely,  I  fay,  that  is  to  fay,  unftain'djunblemifh’d, 
undifhonour’d  5  that  is  to  fey,  with  no  more  faults, 
criminall,  or  accufative,  than  thofe  (he  carried  with 
her.  • 

Mar.  Sir,  I  believe— 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  (peak  together ,  how  fhall 
we  hear  one  another  ?  you  believe  her  Vertue  is  Ar¬ 
mour  of  proof ,  without  your  Councell  or  your 
Guard  5  and  therefore  you  left  her  in  the  hands  of 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds,  to  make  your  own  Peace 
with  me.  You  have  it.  Provided,  I  fay  (  as  I  faid 
before  )  that  (he  be  fafe,  that  is  to  fay, uncorrupted, 
undefiled  5  that  is  to  fay—  as  I  faid  before. 

Mar.  Mine  intent.  Sir,  and  my  onely  way— 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  (peak  together,  how  (hall 
we  hear  one  another  >  as  I  faid  before.  Your  intent, 
and  your  onely  way,  you  would  ha5  faid,  was  to  run 
away  with  her  5  and  that  by  her  onely  Inftigation,  to 
avoid  the  tye  of  Marriage  with  Matter  T'alboy  5  that 
is  to  fay,  to  fliun  the  Match, that  I  had  made  for  her, 
that  is  to  fay,  rather  to  difobey  me,  than  to  difpleafe 
her  felf.  Wherein  ( altho*  fhe  did  not  altogether 
tranfgrefle  the  LawJ  fhe  did  both  offend  and  preju¬ 
dice  me,  anlnftrument^  nay,  I  may  fay,  a  Pillar 
thereof.  And  you,  in  aflifting  her,  furthering,  and 
conveying  her  away,  did  not  onely  infringe  the 

M  3  .  Law, 
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Law,  in  an  unlawfull  Departure  from  your  Matter, 
but  ih  a  higher  point  $  that  is  to  fay,  Top  andtop-Gatr 
loros  high.  I  would  ha  found  a  Jury  ftiould  ha*  found 
itfo. 

Mar .  But  Sir,  an’t  pleafe  you. 

Cla.  Mutt  we  then  both  fpeak  together?  Havel 
not  born  with  thee,  to  fpeak  all  thou  pleafeft  in  thy 
defence  ?  Have  I  not  broke  mine  own  Rule,  which 
is,  topuni(h  before  I  examine  5  and  fo  to  have  the 
Law  the  furer  o’  my  fide?  And  doft  thou  ft  ill  perfitt  ? 
Hold  your  own  peace  5  or,  as  I  am  a  Juftice  of  the 
Kings,  I  will  unfay  what  I  faid  before,  and  fet  a  Cur- 
rat  Lex  at  you.  Sirrah,,  that  fhall  eourfe  you  up  the 
heavy  Hill.  Oh, is  your  Tongue  fallen  into  your  Leg 
now  ?  Do  not  you  know  I  have  acquitted  you?  Pro¬ 
vided —  As  I  faid  before.  Go  your  way  in,  and  fee 
that  the  Gentlemen,  who,  I  think,  were  got  mSack^ 
chriftned  in  Sack*  nurfed  with  Sack_y.  and  fed  up  to 
gray  haires  with  ondy  Sac^  fee,  I  fay  ,  that  they 
want  no  Sack.  My  Son  Oliver  ( I  thank  himj  has 
brought  me  a  pair  of  fuch  Guefts.  Enter  SeirtweU. 
©Matter Sentwell !  Good  News? 

Sen .  Of  beggarly  news,  the  beft  you  have  heard. 
Cla.  That  is  to  fay,,  you  have  found  my  Neece  a- 
mong  the  Beggars.  That  is  to  fay — 

Sen.  True,  Sir  Oliver  y  I  found  her— 

Cla .  Now  if  we  both  fpeak  together ,  who  (hall 
hear  one  another  ? 

Sen.  I  thought  your  defire  was  to  be  inform’d. 

Cla.  I  can  inform  my  felf,  Sir,  by  your  looks.  I 
have  taken  a  hundred  Examinations  1  my  daies  of 
Fellons ,  ,  and  other  Offenders ,  out  of  their  very 
Countenances  5  and  wrote  ’em  down  verbatim  y  to 

’  what- 
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what  they  would  have  faid.  I  am  fure  it  has  ferv’d 
tp  hang  fome  of  em,  and  whip  the  reft. 

Sen.  „  Juftice  Clacks  itill  !  He  muft  talk  all.  His 
Clack  muft  onely  go. 

cla.  But  to  the  point.  You  have  found  my  Neece. 
You  have  left  her  at  your  own  Houfe  $  not  onely  to 
drift  her  out  of  her  Difguife,  but  out  of  her  fhame, 
to  come  neerer  me3  untill  I  fend  her  pardon. 

Sen .  Moft  true.,  Sir.  But  the  Company  fhe  was 
in— 

Cla.  Again  !  Do  not  I  know  the  Company  ?  Beg- 
gars ^  Rogues ,  Vagabonds ,  and  Hedge-birds. 

Sen.  But  do  you  know  whom,  or  how  many  we 
have  taken  ?  and  how  the  reft  efcap’d  ? 

Cla o  A  needlefle  knowledge.  Why  fhould  we 
take  more  than  her  felf?  Or  how  could  you  take 
thofe  that  could  efcape  ? 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar.  Sir,  the  old  Gentlemen  within,  fent  me  to 
wait  upon  you.  Without  you  (they  fay)  they  need 
not  my  Service. 

Cla.  Tell  em  then,  IT1  wait  on  ’em  prefently. 

Exit  Martin. 

Sen.  But  Sir,  we  have  taken  with  her  fuch  Beg¬ 
gars ,  fuch  Rogues ,  fuch  Vagabonds ,  and  fuch  Hedge- 
birds  (  fince  you  call  ’em  fo  )  as  you  never  knew,  or 
heard  of,  though  now  the  Countries  fwarmwith 
’em  under  every  Hedge,  as  if  an  innumerable  Army 
of  ’em  were  lately  difbanded  without  Pay.  Hedge- 
birds  laid  you  ?  Hedge  Lady -birds ,  Hedge  Cavaliers , 
Hedge  Souldier0  Hedge  Lawyer ,  Hedge  EidlersJHedge  Poet9 
Hedge  Players ,  and  a  Hedge  Priejl  among  ’em.  Such  we 
have  taken  for  the  Principals.  But  to  fee  how  the 

mul- 
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Multitude  fcap’d  us,  was  more  {port  than  pitty. 
How,  upon  a  W atch-word  given,they  in  the  inftant 
vanith’d  by  more  feverall  waies  than  there  Were  legs 
among  ’em,  how  the  Creeples  leap’d  over  Pales 
and  Hedges  j  how  the  Blinde  found  their  way  tho- 
row  Lakes  and  Ditches  $  how  a  Doxie  flew  with  two 
Children  at  her  back,  and  two  more,  perhaps, in  her 
belly— 

Cla.  A  Hedge  Frieji  have  you  taken,  fay  you  ? 

Sen.  Yes,  Sir,  an  old  Patrico,  an  ancient  Prophet, 
to  tell  Fortunes,  and  cozen  our  poor  Country  Peo¬ 
ple  of  their  {ingle  Money. 

Enter,  Oliver. 

Ol.  Sir,  Mafter  Oldrents ,  in  that  he  injoyes  not 
your  company,  begins  to  doubt  of  his  welcome. 

Cla.  Who  led  him  into  that  doubt ?  I,  or  you  that 
brought. him  hither  ? 

Ol.  Sir,  his  own  defire,  and  love  to  you,  brought 
Mm  hither.  I  but  Ihew  a  him  the  way. 

Cla.  You  reafon  fairly.  Tell  him  I  come. 

Ol.  Pray,  Sir,  be  pleas’d  to  do  fo :  forhefaies— 

Cla.  Nay,  if  we  both  talk  together — 

Ol.  Who  {hall  hear  one  another.  Exit.  Oliver. 

Cla.  But  are  there  Flayers  among  the  apprehended? 

Sen,  Yes,  Sir.  And  they  were  contriving  to  aft  a 
Play  among  themfelves,  juft  as  we  lurpriz’d  'em, and 
fpoil’d  their  Sport. 

Cla.  Flayers!  I’ll  pay  them  above  all  the  reft. 

Sen.  You  Ihall  do  well  in  that  j  to  put  ’hem  in 
ftockto  fet  up  again. 

Cla.  Yes,  I’ll  put ’em  in  Stocks,  and  fet  ’em  up  to 
the  Whipping-poft.  They  can  aft  JuJiices ,  can  they? 
I'll  aft.  a  Jufijce  among  ’em  5  that  is  to  fay,  I  will 
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do  juftice  upon  them }  that  is  to  fay— 

Sen,  Pray  Sir.,  be  not  fevere.,  they  aft  Kings  and 
Ewperours^  as  well  as  Jttfiices.  And  jujiice  is  blmde 
they  fay  :  you  may  therefore  be  pleas'd  to  wink  a 
little.  I  finde  that  you  have  merry  old  Gentlemen 
in  your  Houfe,  that  are  come  far  to  vifit  you.  Ill  _ 
undertake  that  thefe  Flayers 3  with  the  help  of  their 
Poet  o  in  a  device  which  they  have  already  ftudied, 
and  a  pack  of  Cloaths  which  I  fhall  fupply  'em 
with  j  fhall  give  your  Guefts  much  content  ?  and 
move  compaffion  in  you  towards  the  poor  Strowlcs. 

Cla.  But  you  know  my  way  of  JuJlice  (and  that’s 
a  hire  way)  is  to  punifh  'em  firft5and  be  companion-* 
ate  afterwards,  as  I  finde 'em  upon  their  Examina¬ 
tion. 

Sen.  But  for  your  Guefts  fakes,  who  ( I  know)  do 
favour  and  afieft  the  Quality  of  Aftors  very  much, 
permit  em5  Sir.  It  will  inlarge  your  Entertainment 
exceedingly. 

Cla .  And  perhaps  fa ve  me  the  expence  of  a  Ren- 
let  of  Sack  the  while.  Well,  Sir,  for  that  Refpeft, 
and  upon  your  undertaking  that  they  fhall  pleafe,  I 
will  prorogue  my  JuJlice  on  the  Rogues .  And  fo  to 
my  merry  Gentlemen,  whom  I  will  prepare  to  fee 
their  Enter  ude  againft  after  Supper.  But  pray,Mafter 
Sentwell ,  as  you  have  found  my  Neece,  look  to  her, 
and  fee  her  decently  brought  home. 

Sen .  In  her  own  beft  Apparell.  But  you  muft  pro- 
roguc  your  difpleafure  to  her  too. 

Cla.  I  will  do  fo.  untill  my  fcarce  welcome  Gnejls 
begone. 

Enter  Randall. 

Ran.  Sir,  my  Mafter  fends  you  word,  and  plainly, 
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that  without  your  Company,  your  Entertainment 
ftinks.  He  has  commanded  me  faddle  his  Nags,  and 
away  to  night.  If  you  come  not  at  once ,  twice, 
thrice ,  he5s  gone  prefently,  before  Supper  3  Hell 
finde  an  Hoft  at  an  Inne  worth  a  hundred  o'  you. 

cla.  Good  friend,  I  will  now  fatisfie  your  Matter, 
without  telling  him  he  has  a  fawcy  Knave  to  his 
Man.  Exit  Clacks 

Ran .  Thank  your  Worfhip. 

Sen.  Do  you  hear,  Friend,  you  ferve  Matter  old- 
i":  "  rents. 

Ran .  I  could  ha’  told  you  that.^And  the  beft 
Houfe-keeper  my  Matter  is  of  any  Gentleman  in  the 
County  he  dwels  in  5  and  the  beft  Matter  to  a  man,  as 
I,  the  worft  of  twenty,  can  fay  for  him  ,  and  would 
be  afham’d  to  fay  lefle. 

;  Sen.  Your  name  is  Randall. 

Ran.  Forgi’me !  Are  you  fo  wife?  you  are  too 
young  to  be  my  Godjire.  And  I  hope  not  old  enough 
to  be  a  W itch.  How  know  you,  that  I  am  Randall  ? 
were  you  ever  at  my  Matters  Houfe  1  Nottingham - 
fhire0  or  at  Dunghilford ,  where  I  was  born  ? 

Sen.  No.  But  I  have  Notes  to  know  you  by. 

1 1  Ran.  I  was  never  twelve  mile  from  thence  i5  my 

life,  before  this  Journey.  God  fend  me  within  ken 
of  our  own  Kitchin  fmoak  again. 

I  'Sen.  Your  Matters  Stewards  name  is  Springlove. 

R an.  Matter  Springlove0  an’t  pleafe  you.  There  is 
not  an  honefter  Gentleman  between  this  and  the 
head  of  him.  Arid  my  heart’s  with  him,  where  e’re 
!  he  is.  Know  you  him  too? 

|  Sen.  Yes,  and  your  Matters  Daughters  too. 

Kan.  WhaWc 
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Sen.  And  that  they  are  all  from  home,  your  Ma¬ 
tter  knows  not  where. 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw.  Know  you  that  too  > 

Sen .  Yes,  and  the  two  young  Gentlemen  that  are 
with  'em,  Matter  Vincent ,  and  Matter  Hilliard. 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw  again.  You  know  cm  all,  I 
think.  But  know  you  where  they  all  are  ? 

Sen.  Even  here  by, at  my  own  Houfe. 

Ran.  Whaw — 

Sen.  And  they  knowing  that  your  Matter  is  here,, 
and  Matter  Hearty  too— 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw. 

Sen.  And  your  felf  too.  They  dire&ed  me  to 
finde  you,  Randall ,  and  bring  you  to  'em. 

Ran.  Whaw,  whaw,  whaw,  whaw —  Why  do 
we  not  go  then? 

Sen.  Butfecretly.  Not  a  word  to  any  body. 

Ran.  Mum—  Will  you  go  then? 

Enter  Martin. 

Mar.  O,  Matter  oldrent’s  man.  Pray  let  me  in¬ 
treat  you  into  the  Buttery. 

Ran.  Will  you  go.  Matter  Gentleman  ? 

Mar.  Indeed  it  is  my  Matters  defire,  and  he  com¬ 
manded  me. 

Ran.  Now,  when  it's  Supper-time  did  he  ?  to  fill 
,  my  belly  with  thin  drink  to  fave  his  Meat  ?  It's  the 
manner  in  Churls  Houfes.  Will  you  go,  Matter 
Gentleman  ? 

Mar.  Introth  my  Matter  is  fo  merry  with  yours 
within — 

Ran.  Shite  o’  your  Matter.  My  Matter's  Steward  s 
a  better  Man.ril  to  him,  at  this  Gentleman's  Houfe, 
and  all  the  reft.  Whaw,  whaw. 
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Sen .  Kandally  you  forget. 

Kan.  Mum  again  then.  Why  would  you  not  go 
then  ?  Exit  Sent,  and  Kand. 

Mar.  The  man's  as  mad  as  his  Matter.  The  ftran- 
geft  ftrangers  that  ever  came  to  our  Houfe. 

Enter  Talboy 

Tal.  Well,  Martin ,  for  confeffing  thy  fault,  and 
the  means  thou  mad’tt  whereby  fhe  is  taken,  I  am 
friends  with  thee.  Butlfhall  never  look  upon  her, 
or  thee— but  with  grief  of  minde,  however!  bear 
it  outwardly.  Oh— 

Mar.  You  bear  it  very  manfully,  me  thinks. 

Tal.  I,  you  think  fo,  and  I  know  fo—  But  what 
I  feel,  I  feel.  Would  one  of  us  two  had  never  both 
feen  one  another.— Oh— 

Mar.  You  fpeak  very  good  fenfe.  Sir.  But  do's 
my  Matter  continue  his  merry  humour  with  the  old 
Gentlemen  within. 

Tal.  Yes.  Juftice  Clackls  Clack  go’s  as  merrily  as 
any.  - 

Mar.  Well  faid,  Sir.  Now  you  fpeak  merrily  too. 
But  I  could  fay  fomwhat  that  would  ftill  him.  And 
for  your  comfort.  Ill  tell  you.  Miftris  Arnie  is  fallen 
in  love  with  one  of  the  Beggars.  \ 

Tal.  Then  have  I  nothing  elfe  to  do,  but  to  laugh 
at  thee  as  long  as  Hive.  Ha  ha  ha—  TLoletz  Beggar  % 
cozen  thee  of  her.  Ha  ha  ha.  A  Beggar  !  I  (hall  die 
merrily  yet.  Ha  ha  ha. 

Enter  Clacks  oldrents.  Hearty.  Oliver. 

Cla.  A  hay  Boys,  a  hay .  This  is  right  5  that  is  to 
fay,  as  I  would  haye  it  5  that  is  to  fay — 

Tal.  A  Beggar .  Ha  ha  ha— 

Mar .  Ha  ha  ha—. 

Cla.. 
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Cla.  AhayRoyes^ahay.  They  are  as  merry  with¬ 
out,  as  we  were  within.  A  hay ,  Mafter  Qldrenis ,  and 
Mafter  Hearty!  The  vertueof  your  Company  turns 
all  to  Mirth  and  Melody,  with  a  hay  trololly  lolly  lolly . 
Is  t  not  fo,  Mafter  hearty  l 

Old .  Why  thus  it  fhould  be :  How  was  I  deceiv’d! 
Now  I  fee  you  are  a  good  Fellow. 

Ol.  He  was  never  io  before.  If  it  be  a  Lightning 
before  Death,  the  beft  is,  I  am  his  Heire. 

Tal.  Mar .  Ha  ha  ha— 


Cla.  Again,  Boyes,  again  5  that  is  to  fay  ,  a  hay 
Boyesy  ah  hay — 

Hea .  What  is  the  Motive  of  your  Mirth,  Nephew 
Martin  $  Let  us  laugh  with  you. 

Old .  Was  that  fpoke  like  my  Friend,  Hearty  ?  Lack 
we  Motives  to  laugh  ?  Are  not  all  things,  any  thing, 
every  thing  to  be  laugh’d  at  ?  And  if  nothing  were 
tobefeen,  felt,  heard,  or  underftood,  we  would 
laugh  at  It  too. 

Cla.  You  take  the  Ioffe  of  your  Miftris  merrily, 
Mafter  Talboy . 

Tal.  More  merrily  than  you  will  take  the  finding 
of  her.  Ha  ha  ha—  A  Beggar!  Ha  ha  ha— 

Cla.  Can  I  be  fad  to  finde  her,  think  you  ? 

Mar.  He  thinks  you  will  be  difpleas’d  with  her,, 
and  chide  her. 

Cla.  You  are  deceiv’d,  Mafter  Talboy 5  you  are 
wide,  Mafter  Talboy  5  above  half  your  length,  Ma¬ 
fter  Talboy.  Lawandjuftice  fhalllleep,  and  Mirth 
and  good  Fellowfhip  ride  a  Circuit  here  to  night.  A 
hay^  Mafter  Oldrents7  a  hay  Mafter  Hearty D  and  a  hay 
Son  Oliver ,  and  a  hay  Nephew  Talboy ,  that  fhould  ha 
been,  and  a  hay ,  my  Cleark  Martin ,  and  a  hay  for 
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the  Players.  When  come  they  ?  Son  Oliver ^  fee  for 
Mafter  SentweI/0 that  is  no  readier  with  his  new  Com¬ 


pany. 

Tal.  players!  Let  us  go  fee  too.  I  never  faw  any 
Players .  Exit  Talb .  Mar. 

Ol.  This  is  the  firft  fit  that  ever  he  had  of  this  Di- 
feafe.  And  if  it  be  his  laft5  I  fay3  as  I  faid  before.  I 
am  his  Heire.  Exit . 

Old .  But  is  there  a  Play  to  be  expe&ed3  and  afted 
by  Beggars  ? 

Cla .  That  is  to  fay5  by  Vagabonds  3  that  is  to  fay5 
by  ftrowling  Players .  They  are  upon  their  Purgation. 
If  they  can  prefent  any  thing  to  pleafe  you  3  they 
may  eicape  the  Law  5  that  is  (a  hay )  If  not,  to  mor¬ 
row.,  Gentlemen  3  (hall  be  a<fted ,  Abufes  Jlript  and 
zvhipt^  among  'em  3  with  a  hay0  Mafter  Hearty ,  you 
are  not  merry.  Enter  Sentwett.  And  a  hay 
Mafter  Sentmll \  where  are  your  Drammatk  Perfon<e  3 
your  Prologus^  and  your  A&us  Primus 3  ha  ?  Ha'  they 
given  you  the  flip,  for  fear  of  the  Whip  ?  A  hay . 

Sen .  A  word  afide,  an't  pleafe  you. — 


Sentwell  takes  Clack  ajide0  and  gives  him 

a  Paper . 

Old.  I  have  not  known  a  man  in  fuch  a  Humour. 

Hea.  And  of  his  own  finding !  He  ftole  it,  indeed^ 
out  of  his' own  Bottles.,  rather  than  be  rob'd  of  his 
Liquor.  Mifers  ufe  to  tipple  themfelves  fo.  . 

Old .  He  do's  fo  out-do  us3  that  we  look  like  ftaid 
men  again  5  Hearty  5  fine  fober  things. 

Hea.  But  how  long  will  it  laft  ?  Hell  hang  him- 
felf  to  morrow,  for  the  Coft  we  have  put  him  to. 

Old •  I  love  a  Mifer’sFeaft  dearly.  To  fee  how 
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thin  and  (battering  the  Diflies  flood.,  as  if  they  fear'd 
quarrelling, 

Hea .  And  how  the  Bottles,  to  fcape  breaking  one 
another,  were  brought  up  by  one  at  once  ! 

Old.  How  one  of  the  Serving-men,  untrain’d  to 
wait,  fpilt  the  White-broth  ! 

Hea.  And  another,  (tumbling  at  the  Threfliold, 
tumbled  in  his  Difli  of  Rouncevals  before  him. 

Old.  And  moft  fuitable  to  the  Niggardlinefle  of 
hisFeaft,  wefliall  now  have  an  Entertainment,  or 
Flay0  prefentedby  Beggars. 

Cla.  Send  ’em  in,  Mafter  Sentwell.  Exit  Sent. 
Sit  Gentlemen,  the  Flayers  are  ready  to  enter.  And 
here’s  a  Bill  of  their  flakes.  You  may  take  your 
choice. 

old.  Are  they  ready  for  them  all  in  the  feme 
Cloaths  >  Read  ’em,  good  Hearty. 

Hea.  Fir  ft,  here’s  T  he  two  loft  Daughters. 

Old.  Put  me  not  in  minde  of  the  two  loft  Daugh¬ 
ters,  I  prethee.  What’s  the  next  ? 

Hea.  The  vagrant  Steward. 

Old.  Nor  of  a  vagrant  Steward.  Sure  fome  abufe 
is  meant  me. 

Hea.  The  old  Squire  and  the  Fortune-teller. 

Old.  That  comes  neerer  me.  Away  with  it. 

Hea .  The  Beggars  Prophecy. 

Old.  All  thefe  Titles  may  ferve  to  one  Play  ,  of  a 
Story  that  I  know  too  well.  I’ll  fee  none  of  them. 

Hea.  Then  here’s  The  merry  Beggars. 

Old.  I,  that  3  and  let  ’em  begin. 

Enter  T alboy  and  Oli  ver. 

Tal.  The  Players  are  coming  in :  And  Miftris  Atnie 
and  your  man  Martin ,  are  to  be  Aftors  among  'em. 

Qiao 
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Cla.  A  hay  then  for  that  too.  Some  merry  device 
fure.  A  Flour  ifi  of  Shalms.  Heark!  the  Beg- 

gars  Hobdys .  Now  they  begin. 

Old.  See,  a  moft  felemn  Prologue. 

Enter  Voet  for  Prologue . 

TO  Knight,  to  Squire,  and  to  the  Gentiles  here , 

We  wifi  our  Play  may  with  content  appear . 

We  promifeyou  no  dainty  Wit  of  Court, 

Nor  City  Pageantry,  nor  Country  Sport : 

-  Put  a  plain  Piece  of  KGdox\,fiort  and  fweet  > 

In  Story  true.  Toull  know  it  when  you  feet . 

old.  True  Stories  and  true  Jefts  do  feldom  thrive 
on  Stages . 

Cla.  They  are  beft  to  pleafe  you  with  this  tho’,  or 
a  hay  with  a  Whip  for  them  to  morrow. 

Old.  Nay,  rather  than  they  (hall  fuffer,  I  will  be 
pleas’d,  let  cm  Play  their  worft. 

A  Florifi.  Enter  Patrico.  With  Lawyer 
habited  like  Oldrents. 

See  our  Patrico  among  ’em. 

HGa.  That  offered  you  a  Doxie  in  the  Barn. 

Pat.  Tour  Childrens  Fortunes  I  have  told , 

That  they  fiall  Beg  ere  they  be  old. 

And  will  you  have  a  Reafon  why  ? 

JuJlice  in  their  Deftiny. — 

Cla.  JuJlice ,  ha  !  Are  you  medling  with  Jujlices 
already  >  ^ 

Pat.  Tour  Grandfather,  by  crafty  wile 
Of  bargaining ,  did  much  beguile 
A  thriftlejfe  Heire  of  half  the  Lands 
That  are  defcended  to  your  hands . 

And , 
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And ,  then^  by  Larojiot  Equity 
Forcdliim  and  his  Pofcerity 
To  Woe  and fhamefull  Beggary. 

Law.  7  hat  was  no  fault  of  mine0  nor  of  my  Children . 
Pat.  But  our  fore-fathers  Debts  and  Crimes y 
Although  forborn  till  future  times 0 
Are  not fo  paid.  But  what  needs  m or 
Iwijh  you  happy  in  yonr  Store.  Exit. 

Old.  this,  Hearty? 

Hea.  Youwia  you  would  be  pleas’d,  let  ’em  play 
their  worft. 

Lawyer  walks  fadly ,  beats  his  breafc&c.  < 

To  him  enter  Souldier  likg  Hearty, 
and  feems  to  comfort  him. 

Old.  It  begins  my  Story,  and  by  the  fame  Fortune - 
teller  that  tola  me  my  Daughters  Fortunes  5  almoft 
in  the  fame  words.  I  know  him  now.  And  he  fpeaks 
in  the  Flay  to  one  that  perfonates  me,  as  neer,  as  they 
can  fet him  forth. 

Cla.  How  like  50U  it.  Sir?  Youfeemdifpleas’d.x 
Shall  they  be  whipt  yet  ?  A  hay ,  if  you  fay  the 
word. 

Old.  O,  by  no  means.  Sir  5  I  am  pleas’d. 

Soul.  Sad  for  the  words  of  a  bafe  Fortune-teller  ? 
Believe  him  !  Hang  him.  TUtruJi  none  of  ’em. 

They  have  all  Whims,  and  double  double  meanings 
In  all  they  fay. 

Old.  Whom  do’s  he  talk  or  look  like,  now? 

Hea.  It  is  no  matter  whom.  You  are  pleas’d,  you 
fay.  * 

Soul.  Ha* you  no  Sack  i  th  Houfe  ?  am  not  1  here  ? 
And  never  without  a  merry  old  Song  ? 

O  Sing. 
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Sing. 

Old  Sack*  and  old  Songs*  and  a  merry  old  Crew* 

Will  fright  away  Cares  when  the  ground  looks  blew* 

And  can  you  think  on  Gipfie  Fortune-tellers  ? 

Law.  TU  think.#*  little  of  'em  as  I  can , 

Soul.  Will  you  abroad  then  .<?  But  here  comes  your  Ster 
ward , 

Enter  Springlove  to  Lawyer. 

Old,  Bleffeme!  Is  not  that  Springtime  ? 

He  a.  Is  that  you*  that  talks  to  him*ft  that  Cockf- 
combe  I*  do  you  think  ?  Pray  let  ’em  play  their  Play: 
the  Juftice  will  not  hinder  em*  you  fee  5  he’s  aflcep. 

Spr.  Here  are  the  Keys  of  all  my  Charge  *  Sir,  And 
My  humble fuit  zf*  that  you  will  be  pleas'd 
To  let  me  walkjtpon  my  known  occasions  ^  this  Sommer, 
Law.  Fie  !  Canji  not  yet  leave  off  thofe  Vagancies  ? 
But  I  will ftriveno  more  to  alter  Nature. 

I  will  not  hinder  thee *  nor  bid  thee  go. 

Old .  My  own  very  words  at  his  departure. 

Hea.  No  matter.  Pray  attend. 

Law.  Come^  Friend *  I'll  take  your  Councell. 

Exeunt  Lawy.Sould. 

Spr.  I3 ve Ji riven  with  my  felfto  alter  Nature  in  me7 
For  my  good  Majlers fake  5  but  all  in  vain  5 
For  Beggars*  Cuckoe-like*  fly  out  again , 

In  their  own  Notes  and  Seafon, 

Enter  Rachel.  Meriel.  Vincent.  Hilliard. 

Ra.  Our  Father s  Jadneffe  will  not  fuff er  us 
To  live  ins Honfe . 

Mer.  And  we  muff  have  a  Trogreffe, 

Vin.  T h'affnrance  of  your  Loves  hath  ingag  d us 
Hil.  To  wait  on  yon  in  any  courje. 
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Ra.  Suppofe  well  go  a  begging* 

Vin.  Hil.  We  are  for  you. 

Spr.  And  that  muft  be your  Courfe,  andfnddcnly , 

Ti?  Cure  year  Father's  fadnejje  $  who  is  told 
It  is  your  Deftiny :  Which  you  may  quit , 

By  making  it  a  tricky  of  Touth  and  Wit. 

I’ll fet  you  in  the  way. 

All  4.  But  how?  But  how? 

*  All  talk^  ajide.  (I  fee 

Old.  My  Daughters  and  their  Sweethearts  too. 
The  fcope  of  fheir  Defigne  5  and  the  whole  drift 
Of  all  their  Action  now,  with  joy  and  comfort. 

Hea.  But  take  no  notice  yet.See  a  Whim  more  of  it. 
But  the  mad  Kogue  that  afted  me, I  muft  make  drunk 
anon. 

Spr.  Now  /  are  you  all  refolvd? 

All  4.  Agreed,  agreed. 

Spr.  Tou  beg  to  abfeheyour  Fortune,  not  for  need. 

.  Exeunt. 

Old.  I  muft  commend  their  Aft  in  that.  Pray  thee 
let’s  call  ’em,  and  end  the  matter  here.  The  purpofe 
of  their  P%,  is  but  to  workmy  Friendfhip,  or  their 
Peace  with  me  5  and  they  have  it. 

Hea.  But  fee  a  little  more.  Sir. 

Enter  Kandall. 

Old.  My  Man  Randall  too !  Has  he  a  Part  with 
’em  ? 

R an.  They  were  well  fet  a  work,  when  they 
made  mtzFlayer.  What  is  that  I  muft  fay?  Ana 
how  muft  I  aft  now  ?  Oh !  that  I  muft  be  Steward 
for  the  Beggars  in  Mafter  Steward’s  abfence  5  and  tell 
my  Mafter,  he’s  gone  to  meafure  Land  for  him  to 
purchafe. 
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Old.  You  Sir.  Leave  the  work  you  can  do  no  bet¬ 
ter  ( I  can  forbear  no  longer)  and  call  the  Afrors 
back  again  to  me. 

R an.  With  all  my  heart.  And  glad  my  Part  is  fo 
foon  done.  Exit. 

Enter  Patrico. 

Pat.  Since  you  will  then  break  off  our  Play : 
Something  in  earned:  I  muft  fay  $ 

But  let  affe&ed  timing  go. 

I’ll  be  no  more  a  Patrico. 

My  name  is  Wrought-on — Start  not.  But  (if  you 
Defire  to  hear  what’s  worth  your  bed  attention. 
More  privately)  you  may  draw  nearer  me. 

Oldrents  goes  to  him. 

He  a.  Hear  no  more  Fortunes. 

Old.  You  (hall  give  me  leave. 

Pat.  I  am  Grandfon  to  that  unhappy  Wrought-on , 
Whom  your  Grandfather,  craftily,  wrought  out 
Of  his  Edate.  By  which,  all  his  Poderity 
Were,  fince,  expos’d  to  Beggary.  I  do  not  charge 
You,  with  the  lead  offence  in  this.  But,  now. 

Come  neerer  me :  for  I  mud  whifper  to  you. 

Patrico  takes  oldrents  ajide. 

I  had  a  Sider,  who  among  the  Race 
'  Of  Beggars^  was  the  faired.  Fair  fhe  was 
In  Gentle  Bloody  and  Gefture  to  her  Beauty  $ 

Which  could  not  be  fo  clouded  with  bafeCloathing, 
But  die  attracted  Love  from  worthy  Perfons  5 
Which  (for  her  meanneffe)  they  expred  in  Pity0 
For  the  mod  part.  But  feme  affaulted  her 
With  amorous,  though  loofe  de/ires  5  which Jhe 
Had  vertue  to  withdand.  Onely  one  Gentleman 
(Whether  it  were  by  her  Affcftion,  or 
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His  Fate0  tb  fend  his  Blood  a  begging  with  her, 

I  queftioa  ot )  by  her,  in  heat  of  Youth, 

Did  get  a  Bon}  who  now  muft  call  you  Father . 

Old.  Me? 

Pa.  Yoti.  Attend  me.  Sir.  Your  Bounty  >  then, 
Difpos’d  your  Purfe  to  her  5  In  which,  befides 
Much  Money  (I  conceive  by  your  negle&J 
\$as  thrown  this  holy  R elique.  Do  you  know  it  ? 

Old.  The  Agnus  Dei  that  my  Mother  gave  me 
Upon  her  Death-bed !  O  the  lofle  of  it 
Was  my  fore  grief:  And,  now,  with  joy,  it  is 
fleftor'd  by  Miracle  /  Do's  your  Sifter  live  ? 

Pa.  No,  Sir.  She  died  within  a  few  daies  after 
Her  Son  was  born  5  and  left  him  to  my  care  3 
On  whom,  I,  to  this  day,  have  had  an  eye. 

In  all  his  wandrings. 

Old .  Then  the  young  Man  lives! 

Enter  Spr inglove.  Vincent.  Hilliard.  R achell. 

Meriel. 

Pa.  Here  with  the  reft  of  your  fair  Children ,  Sir. 
Old .  My  Joy  begins  to  be  too  great  within  me ! 
My  Bleffing,  and  a  Welcome  to  you  all. 

Be  one  anothers,  and  you  all  are  mine. 

Vin.  Hil.  We  are  agreed  on  that. 

Ka.  Longfince.  We  onely  ftood  till  you  fhook 
off  yourSadnefle. 

Mer.  For  which  we  were  fain  to  go  a  begging.  Sir. 
Old.  Now  I  can  read  the  JuJlice  of  my  Fate ,  and 
yours — 

Cla.  Ha!  JuJlice?  Are  they  handling  of  JuJlice? 
Old.  But  more  applaud  great  Providence  in  both. 
cla.  Are  they  jeering  or  Juflices?  I  watch’d  for 
that,  O  3  L  He*. 
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He'd.  I  fo  me  thought.  Nc5  Sir.  The  Play  is  done. 

Enter  Seniwell.  Amie .  Oliver .  Martin . 

Se#.  See3  Sir 3  your  Neece  prefented  to  you. 

Springlove  takes  Amie . 

£/<*.  What5  with  a  Speech  by  one  of  the  flayers  ? 
Speak3  Sir :  and  be  not  daunted.  I  am  favourable.  ' 
Spr.  Then.,  bv  your  favou^Sir,  this  Maiden  is  my 
Wife. 

Cla .  Sure  you  are  out  o’  your^art.  That  is  to  fay3 
you  muft  begin  again. 

Spr.  She’s  mine  by  folemn  Cofitradh,  Sir. 

Cla.  You  will  not  tell  me  that.  Are  not  you  my 
Neece?  / 

Am.  I  dare  not.,  Sir.,  deny ’t5  we  are  contra&ed. 
Cla.  Nay3  if  we  both  fpeak  together.,  how  fhall 
we  hear  one  another  ? 

Mar.  I  muft  difprove  the  Contraft. 

7 *al.  That  is  my  part  to  (peak. 

Sen.  None  can  difprove  it.  I  am  witneffetoit. 
Cla.  Nay.,  if  we  all  ipeak — as  I  faid  before. 

Old.  Hear  me  for  all  then.  Here  are  no  Beggars 
(you  are  but  one.,  Tatrico )  no  Rogues 5  nor  flayers  :  But 
a  feledt  Company ,  to  fill  this  Houfe  with  Mirth. 
Thefe  are  my  Daughters  5  thefe  their  Husbands  3  and 
this  that  fhall  marry  your  Neece 3  a  Gentleman  0  my 
Son.  I  will  inftantly  Eftate  him  in  a  thoufand  pound 
a  yeer  to  entertain  his  Wife  3  and  to  their  Heirs  for 
ever.  Do  you  hear  me  now  ? 

Cla.  Now  I  do  hear  you.  And  I  muft  hear  you. 
That  is  to  fay.  it  is  a  Match.  That  is  to  fay— ^as  I 
faid  before,  -  j 

•  ■  v  '  T al. 
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Tal.  And  mull:  Ihear  it  too— O— 

Old .  Yes,  though  you  whine  your  eyes  out. 

Hea.  Nephew  Marti*?D(lill  the  Childe  with  a  Suck- 
bottle  of  Sack,  Peace,  Lambe  j  and  Ill  finde  a  wife 
for  thee. 

Old .  Now,  Vatrico ,  if  you  can  quit  your  Fund  ion, 
To  Jive  a  moderate  Gentleman,  Ill  give  you 
A  competent  Annuity  for  your  life. 

Pat.  Ill  be,withall,your  faithfull  Beadf-man^  and 
Spend  my  whole  life  in  Prayers  for  you  and  yours. 

Cla .  And  now,  Cleark  Marti*? ,  give  all  the  Beg¬ 
gars  my  free  Pajfe^  v/ithout  all  manner  of  Correcti¬ 
on  ?  that  is  to  fay,  with  a  hay  get  'em  gone . 

Ol.  Are  not  you  the  Gentleman,  that  challeng’d 
me  in  right  of  your  Friend  here  ? 

Vin.  Your  Infpe&ion’s  good,  Sir. 

Ra.  And  you  the  Gentleman(l  takeit)that  would 
have  made  Beggar-fyort  with  us,  two  at  once. 

Mer .  For  twelve  pence  a  piece.  Sir. 

Oil.  I  hope  we  all  are  Friends. 

Syr.  Now,  on  my  Duty,  Sit,  I’ll  beg  no  more. 

But  your  continual!  Love,  and  daily  blefling. 

Old.  Except  it  be  at  Court 0  Boy  5  where  if  ever  I 
come,  it  fhall  be  to  beg  the  next  Fool-Royal’s  place 
that  falls.  " 

Spr.  A  begging  Epilogue  yet  would  not  be. 

Me  thinks,  improper  to  this  ComedU. 


( 


\ 


Epilogue. 


>' 
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THo *  we  are ,  norc^  no  Beggars  0/  the  Crew. 

We  count  it  not  a  Jhame  to  beg  of  you. 

The  Juftic eiyh:ere?  has  given  his  Pafle  free 
To  all  the  rejl,  nnpnnijh’d  5  onely  roe 
Are  under  CenfureD  till  we  do  obtain 
Tour  Suffrages,  that  we  may  beg  again  3 
And  often 0  in  theCourfe ,  We  took,  to  day 5 
Which  was  intended \  for  your  Mirth  ^a  Play  5 
Not  without  Aftion,  and  a  little  Wit, 

Therefore  we  beg  your  Pafle  for  us  and  It. 


To  -o,  *  J 


